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PROLOGUE. 
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| By a Fa. 
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BUSIRIS, King of Egypt, Mr Elrington. 
Mrxzon, the Prince, Mr Booth. 


Nicaxon, Father of Mandane, Mr Mills. 


MEeMNoON, Mr Wilks. 
NAu rs Ss, Mr Walker. 
Srrzocts, Mr Thurmond- 
PHERON, Mr Williams. 
Auf zr Es, a Courtier, Mr W. Mills. 


Mrazis, Queen of Egypt, | Mrs Thurmond. 
ManDane, Mrs Oldfield. 


SCBNE, a Temple at Memphis in Old Egypt. 
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The queen of nations, and the boaſt of times, 
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In ſullen majeſty they ſtalk along, 
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ACT 1 SCENE IL. 

Far PHERON and SYPHOCES. 
SYPWOCES. 

F glorious ſtructures and immortal deeds | 

Enlarge the thought, and fet our fouls on fire, 

My tongue has been too cold in Egypt's praife, 


Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of gods ! 

Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind 

To comprehend the vaſt idea, big 

With arts and arms fo boundleſs in their fame. 

Pier. Thrice happy land! did not her dreadful 


king, | 
. wonder in Gre, 
By cruelty and pride. 
Spb. By pride indeed ; 
He calls himſelf the proud, and glories in it; 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter 2 Almighty. 
Have we not ſeen him ſhake his filver reins 
Oer harnefs'd monarchs to his chariot yo d? 


With eyes of indignation and deſpair, l 
While he aloft diſplays his impious tate, i 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow, | 1 
Blazing to heav'n in diamond and gold. 

Pher. Nor leſs the tyrant's eruelty than pride; 
His horrid altars ſtream with human blocd, 


And piety is murder in his bands. {4 great front... 


10 enn 


Hpb. There roſe the voice of twice two hundred 


And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day; 
The king, who from his temple's airy height, 
Wich heart dilated, that great work ſurveys, 


Which ſhall proclaim what can be done by man, 


Has ſtruck his purple ſtreamer, and deſcends. 
Pher. Twi pling yours heve Hon that hengh- 
| ty pile, 

e 

Gain on the ſkies, and labour up to heaven. 

Spb. The king or proſtrate fall, or diſappear. 
(Execuut, 


| Enter Bus1R 18, attended. 

Bu/. This ancient city, Memphis the renown'd, . 
Almoſt coeval with the ſun himſelf, 
How wanton fits the amid nature's faniles ; 
Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 
But golden landſcapes and luxuriant ſcenes; 
A waſte of wealth, the ſtorchouſe of the world! 
Here, fruitful vales far-ſtretching fly the fight, 
There, fails unnumber'd whiten all the ſtream ; 
Float on the waves, and break agaiaſt-the ſhore : 
To crown the whole, this rifing pyramid . 

[Srews the plan. 

Lengthens in air, and ends among the ſtars ; 

Its mighty ſhade, and letſens to the view, 

As kings compar'd with me. 
Enter AuLzTzs. He falls Fun. 
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Buſiris, firſt of men 


Bf. Auletes, riſe. 

44). Ambaſſadors from varieus climes anive, 
To view your wonders, and to greet your fame; 
Euch loaden with the gifts his country yields, 
Of which the meaneſt riſe, to gold and pearl: 
'The rich Arabian fills his ample vaſe 
With ſacred incenſe ; Ethiopia ſends 


A thouſand courſers fleeter than the wind; 


And their black ridcrs darken all the plain : 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
Bending bencath a weight of luxury, 


Bring the beſt ſeaſons of their various years, 


And leave their monarchs poor. 
Buſ. What from the Perfian ? | 
Aut. He bends before your throne, and far out- 

weighs 

The reſt in tribute, and outſhines in ſtate. 

Buſ. Away! he fees me not; know his purpoſe ;- 

A ſpy upon my greatneſs, and no friend: 


"Take his ambaſſador, and ſhew him Egypt, 


As in a fea, yet not confin'd in ſpace, 

But ſtreaming freely throꝰ the ſpacious ſtreets, 
Which fend forth millions at each brazen gate, 
Whenc*er the trumpet calls; high overhead 


On the broad walls the chariots bound 


And leave in air a thunder of my own: 

Jove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand, 
The prince of rivers, occan's eldeſt fon : 
Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful year, 

Nor aſk precarious plenty from the ſky —— 
Throw all my glories open to his view, 

Then tell him, in return for trifles offer's, 


I give him this; and when a Perſian arm 


[Gives him a bow, 


nnn 

Can thus with vigor its reluctance bend, 

And to the nerve its ſtubborn force ſubdue, 

Then let his maſter think of arms—but bring 

More men than yet e er pour d into the field; 

Mean time, thank Heav'n, our tide of conqueſt drives 

A different way, aad leaves him ſtill a king: 

This to the Perfian.—1 receive the reſt, 

And give the world an anſwer. [Exit Buſiris. 
Mandi, attended by prieſtt and her virgins, is 

en ſervificing at a diſtance. An H to Is 18 is 
Jung, the prieſts go out. 

Mandan, attended by her maids, advances. 
Mand. My morning duty to the gods is over, 

Yet till this terror hangs upon my foul, 

And faddens every thought - ſtill behold 

The dreadful image, ftill the threat ning ſword 

Points at my breaſt, and glitters in mine eye— 

But twas a dream, no more. My virgias, leave me. 

And thou great Ruler of the world be preſent! 

O kindly ſhine on this important hour 

This hour determanes all my future life, 


And gives it up to miſery or joy. [She advances. 


Theſe lonely walks, this deep and folemn gloom, 
Where noon-day ſuns but glimmer to the view, 
This houſe of tears, and manſion of the dead, 
And gives him leave to groan. 
Bat ſcene draws, and ſbeu Mc MRO leaning on bly 
father's tomb. 


Was ever ſcene | 
So mournful! If, my lord, the dead alone 
Be all your care, life is no more a bleſſing. 
How cou'd you ſhun me for this diſmal ſhade, 
And feck from love a refuge in deſpair ? 
x | 
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And ſtealing from him in large filent drops, 
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Mem. Why haſt thou brought thoſe eyes to this 
ſad place, 
Where darkaeks dell, and grief would ih cee. 
In welcome horrors, and beloved night ? | 
Thy beauties drive the friendly ſhades before them, 
And light up day ev'a here. Retire, my love: 
Each joyful moment I wou'd ſhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid ; but I would mourn alone. 
Mond. What have you found in me fo mean to 
hope | 
That, while you ſigh, my heart can be at peace? \ 
Your forrows flow from your Mandane's eyes. 
Mem. O my Mandane! | 
Mand. Wherefore turn you from me ? 
Have I offended, ar are you unkind ? 
Ah me! a ſight as ſtrange as pitiful! 
From this big heart, o'erchary'd with gen'rous forrow, 
See the tide working upward to his eye, 


Without has leave!—can thoſe tears flow in vain? 
— — — 
And yet I can't furbear — 2 
That name excuſcs all; what is not due | 
To that great name, which life or death can pay ? 
Maud. Speak on, and eale your lab'ring breaſt : 

And finks again, and then it ſwells fo high, 

With ſomething you would utter. Oft in vain 

I have preſum'd to aſk yuur mournful ſtory; 

But ever have been anfwer'd with a frown. * 
Mem. O my Mandane! did my tale concern 
Myſelf alone, it would not ly conceal'd ; 

But "tis wagt up in guile, in royal guile, 

And therefore 'tis unſafe to touch upon it. 

vor. II. B 


* ran 
To tell my tale is to blow off the aſhes 
Prom ſleeping embers, which will riſe in flames 
At the leaſt breath, and ſpread deſtruction round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf; 

And, Of my heart this moment is ſo full, 


It burſts with its complaint; and I muſt ſpeak. | 


Myris, the preſent queen, was only ſiſter 

Of great Artaxes, our late royal lord : 
Bufiris, who now reigns, was firſt of males 

In lineal blood, to which this crown deſcends. 
YNot with long circumſtance to load my ſtory) 
And turn d his ſword againſt her brother's life : - 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 

Enjoy'd her ſhame, and triumph'd in her guilt. 
Mand. So black-a flory well might ſhun the day. 
Mem. Artazes' friends (a virtuous multitude) 


Were ſwept away by baniſhment or death, | 


Ta throngs, and fated the devouring grave. 
m 

And pardon me '— [Weeps, 
The tyrant took me, then of tender years, _ 
And rear d me with his fon, (a fon fince dead.) | 
He vainly hop'd, by ſhews of guilty kindneſs, 

To wear away the blackneſs of bis crime, 

An reconcile me to my father's fate: 

Hence have I long been fore d to-ſtay my vengeance, 
To ſmooth my brow-with ſiniles, and curb my tongue, 


While the big woe lyes throbbing at my heart. — 


| Enter PMERON of @ diffance 
Pher: So cloſe! fo loving! here I ſtand unſeen, 
And watch my nva[l's fate. [ Afide. 


Mem. But thou, my fair, 
Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death, 
Thou yet can'ſt make me bless d. 
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Mem. You pierce me to the ſoul. [ Holding ben. 

Maud. O! ſpare me for a moment, till my heart 
Regains its wonted force, and I will ſpeak.— 
Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me, 
Breaks thro' reſtraiats, and will not be refus'd. 

| [Pheron fhews @ great concern. 

Before bis father ſent him forth to war, 
Has often taught his tongue a ſilken tale, 


; Deſcended from himſelf, and talk d of love. 


Since laſt I ſaw thee, his licentious paſſion 
Has haunted all my dreams. 


e 


To welcome her returning warrior home. 
Alas, the malice of our ſtars ! 

Mem. To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves, 
Be this our bridal night, my life !—my foul! 

[| Emwtrace. 

Pher. Perdition ſeize them both! and have Ilov'd 
80 long, to catch her iu another's arms 
Another's arms for ever! O the pang! — 
Hezri-pierciug ſight!— but rage ſhall take its turn 
It hall be fo—and let the crime be his 
Who drives me to the black catrewity; | 
_ I fear no farther helt rhau that C (cel, Exit. 


Mam. Trembling I gratp t“ . 
B 2 


16 a &* © & == 
Is fall in doubt if I may call thee mine. 
O bliſs too great! O painful ecſtaſy ! 
I know not what to utter. 
Mand. Ah, my Lord! 
Chaſtifing thus the lightneſs of my heart 
T have a father, and a father, too, 
Tender as Nature ever fram'd—His will 
"Should be confulted Should 1 touch his peace, 
I ſhould be wretched in my Memnon's arms. 
Mem. Talk not of wretchedneſs. 
Mead. Alas! this day * 
Pirſt gave me birth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The Fates c'er fince, as watching its return, 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With ſomething great, extremes of good or ill. 
Men. Why ſhould we bod e misfortune to our loves? 
No, I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 


- Of all that happineſs they raviſh's from mez =. 


Fame, freedom, facher, all return in thee. 
Had not the gods Mandane to beftow, 


They never would have pour'd ſuch vengeance on me; 


They meant me thee, and could not be ſevere. 

Soon as Night's favourable ſhades deſcend, 

The holy prieſt ſhall join our hands for ever, 

And life hall prove but one long bridal-day. 

Till then, in frenes of pleaſure loſe thy grief, 

Or ſtrike the lute, or ſmile among the flow rs, 

They'll ſwecter ſmell, and faircr bloom for thee — 

Alas! Tm torn from this dear tender fide, 

Nay, ev'n by love itſelf I quit thee now, 

But to deſerve thee more. [They embrace. 
Mand. Your friends are here. Exit Mand. 

Mem. Excellent creature! how my foul pants for 
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Doubt, and diidain, and forrow, and revenge, 
With mingling tumult tear up all my breaſt: 
© how unlike the ſoſtneſſes of love! 


Enter Sx PnocCEes. 


Spb. Hail, worthy Memnon. 

Mem. Welcome, my 3yphoces. 
S 
A heart that bleeds for other's miſeries, 
Devly rgracies of ins wn, the” grant 3 
That firſt of characters. 

Spb. And there's a ſecond, 

Not far behind; to reſcue the diſtrefs'd, 

Or die. 
ann = 
Who, from the firſt of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrants' blood, and graſp'd their honeſt ſwords 


- The public cauſe demanded. O! my friend, 
How long ſhall Egypt groan in chains? how long 
Shall her ſons fall in heaps without a foe ? 


No war, plague, famine, nothing but Buſiris, 
His people's father! and the ſtate's defence 
Yet but a remnant of the land furvives. 

Syph. What havoc have I ſeen? have we not known. 
A multitude become a morning's prey, 
When txoubled reſt, or a debauch has four'd 
The monſter's temper? then tis inſtant death; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ĩpen d cora 
Before the fweeping ſcythe ; not the poor mercy | 
To-ſtarve and pine at leifure in their chains 
But what freſh hope, that we receive your ſummons, 
To meet you here this morning? | 

Mem. Know, 
"Fwas on this day my warlike father's blood, 
80 den Javiſh'@ in his country's caule, 

33 | 


= „ r 
_ *Twas on this execrable day it flow'd 

On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the duſt, and waſh'd a ruffian's feet. = 
This guilty day returning rouſes all f 
My finother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. | 
Where are our friends ? 0 
Spb. At hand. Rameſes, 

Laſt night, when gentle reſt o'er nature ſpread 

Her ſtill command, and care alone was waking, 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented ghoſt, 

Enter d my chamber, and approach'd my bed: 

With burſts of paſſion, and a peal of groans, 

He recollects his godlike brother's fate, 


urges 

the night grew darker as he frown'd. 
Mem. know he bears the prince moſt deadly hate; 

But this will enter deeper in his foul, [ Shews a letter. 
And rouze up paſſions, which till now have ſlept: 
Sypb. How, Memnon ? 
Mem. This reminds me of thy fate: 
The Queen has courted thee with proffer'd realms, 
And ſought by threats to bend thee to her will! 
She languiſhes, ſhe buras, the waſtes away 
In fruitleſs hopes, and dies upon thy name. 
Hpb. O fatal love! which, ſtung by jealoufy, 
Expell'd a life far dearer than mine own, 
By curicd poiſon — Ah divine Apame ! 
And cou'd the murd'reſs hope the thou'd inherit | 
This heart, and fill thy place within theſe arms Sy 
But grief all yield - Revenge, I'm wholly thine. 
_ Mem. The tyrant too is wanton in his age, 
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Love claims its ſhare: he envies poor Rameſes 


A miſtreſs worthy of a monarch's arms. 


KING OF EGYPT. E 


The ſoftneſs of his bed; and think: Amelia 


Hob. But fee, Rameſes comes; a ſullen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him thro' the duſt. 


Enter RamesEs, Purzox, and other Conſpirators. 


n 
welcome ? 

To tombs, and melancholy ſcenes of death? 

I have no coſtly banquets, ſuch as ſpread 

Prince Myron's table, when your brother fell. 
— 

I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment, 

Such as the Queen prepar'd for thee, Syphoces. 

Yet be not diſcontent, my valiant friends, 

Buſiris reigns, and tis not out of ſeaſon 

To look on aught may mind us of our fate: 

His ſword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Thiaks the day loft that is not mark'd with blood. 
Fam. And have we felt a tyrant twenty years, 
Felt him as the raw wound the burning ſteel, 
And are we murmuring out our midnight curſes, ; 
Prying our tears in corners, and complaining ? 4 
Our hands are forfeited. Gods ! ſtrike them off. i 

No hands we need to faſten our own chains, 

Our maſters will do that; and we want fouls 

To raiſe them to an uſe more worthy men. 

em. Ruffies your temper at offences paſt ? 

Here then, to ſtipg thee into madneſs. 
[Gives ihe letter. Rameſes reads. 


Nam. Oh! 

$yph. See how the ſtruggling paſſions ſhake his frame 

Ram. My boſom joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love, . 
Far dearer than wy foul! Aud hall my wife, 


— ANALY * 


Be taken from vs! torn from me! from mine! 
Who live but on her ſight! and ſhall I hear | 
Her cries for ſuecour, and not ruth upon him? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, a f 
And ſtruggles with his little aas to fave her.— i 
Theſe veius have ſtill ſome gen rous blood in ſtore, 
The dregs of thoſe rich ſtreams his wars have drain dj; 
Tu give't in dowry with her. 
Pher. Well refolv'd : 
A tardy vengeance ſhares the tyrant's guilt. | 
Rent: Let me embeacethee, Pheron, thou art have, 
And doſt diſdain the coldneſs of delay. 
. Curſe on the man that calls Rameſes friend, 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this; 
And lots of reaſon is the mark of men! 
Mem. Thus I've determin' 3 when the midnight | 
hour | 
oa tent os 
Of humbled foes, or his new miſtreſs love, 
Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the terrors 
Of rage peat in, and ſtruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow, 
| Begin and end the war. 
A more auſpicious juncture cou'd not happen. 
The Perſian, who for years has join'd our counſels, 
Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and ia private 
Long nurs'd the glorious appctite with gold, ; 
This morn with tranfport ſuateh d the with'd occaſion 
Of throwing his reſentment wide, and now ; 
He frowns in arms, and gives th' event to Fate. 
Ram. This hand ſhall drag the tyrant from the 
throne, 
And ſtab the royal viQtiza on this altar. 


[ Painting to the tombs 


the 


Iluſtrious ſhades ! who nightly ſtalk around 
| The tyrant's couch, and ſhake his guilty foul : 
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Men. © jultly thought! aps as. 
around : 8 

All that moſt awful is, or great in nature, 

This ſolemn ſcene preſents; the gods are here, 
here our fam d forefathers” ſacred tomb; 
never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 

Let us not act beneath the grand aſſembiy! 

The lighted altars tremble, and theſe tombs 

Send forth a peat of groans to urge us on. 

Come then, ſurround my father's monument, 

And call his ſhade to witneſs to your vows. 

Ram. Nor his alone. O all ye mighty dead! 


Whether already you converſe with gods, 
Or ſtray below in melancholy glooms, 
From earth, from air, from heaven, and even hell, 
Come, I conjure you by the pris ner's chain, 
The widow's fighing. and the orphan's tears, 
The virgin's ſhricks, the hero's ſpouting veins, 
By gods blaſphem'd, and free-born men enſlav 'd. 
NM em. Hear, Jove, and you moſt injur'd heroes, hear, 


While we o'er this thrice-hallow'd monument 


err 
Faſt bind our ſouls to great revenge | 
All. We ſwear. —— 

Mem. This night the tyrant and his minions bleed. 
Pher. So now my foe is taken in the toil, 
And I've a fecoud caſt for this proud mad 
It is an oath well ſpent, a perjury | 
Of good account in vengeauce and in love. [Afide. 
Mem. We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand afſembly : 
A thouſaad unſeen heroes walk among us; 

Need all afreſb, and conſecrate the day; 
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More than this world ſhall thank us. — TY 
Such our condition we have nought to loſe; | 
And great may be our gain, if this be great, 
To cruſh a tyrant, and preſerve a ſtate; » { 
To ſtill the clamours of our father's blood, 
To fix the baſis of the public good, 
Ta leave a fame eternal, then to ſoar, 


ACT u. SCENE I. 
Ws Poles. 


SE A a. 2 
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Enter SYPHOCES and RAMESES. "I 
at a diſtance. 
| RA Hs. , 
Vo HAT means this duſt and tumult in the court, 
Theſe fireamers fooling in the wind, theſe 
outs, 
The tyrant blazing in full inſolence, 
Like pois'nous vermin in a dog-day fun ? 
Sypb. Your father and Prince Myron are arriv'd, 
And with one peal of joy the nation rings. — 4 
Ram. Long has my father ſerv'd this tyrant king, | 
With zeal well worthy of a better cauſe; 4 
Tho' with his helm he hides a hoary brow, 
Long vers'd in death, the father of the field; 
At the ſhrill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fuurſcore years, and ſprings upon the foe. 
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Spe. Behold, this way they paſs to meet the King. 


Mraon and Nic ANoR paſs the flage with Mitendants. 
Ream. What pity tis that one, fo loſt in guilt, 


- -Should thus engage the fight with manly charms, 


And make viee lovely ! {Looking on Myron. 
$Syph. Pardon me, Rameſes: 

Tho? to my foe, I muſt be ever juſt. 

He's generous, grateful, affable, and brave: 

But then he knows no limits to his paſſion; 

The tempeſt-beaten bark is not fo tuſs'd 

As is his reaſon, when thoſe winds ariſe : 

And tho” he draws a fatal ſword in battle, 

And kindles in the warm purſuit of fame, 

Pleaſure ſubdues him quite; the ſparkling eye 

While fiery ſpirits dance along his veins, 

And keep a conſtant revel in his heart. 

Of idle pride will he receive his ſon ! | 

How with big words will he ſwell out his conqueſt, 

And into grandeur puff his little tales 


Euter KING, and aſcends the throze. Ou the other fide, 
eater MYRON and NiCANOR. 


Xing. Welcome, my fon, great partner of my ſame, 


I thank thee for th inereaſe of my dominions, 


That now more mountains riſe, more rivers flow, 
The ſun himſelf ſurveys it not at once, 
But travels for the view, whilſt far disjoin'd 
My ſubjects live unheard-of by each other; 
Theſe wrapp'd in ſhades, while thoſe cnjoy the light; 
Their day is various, but their king the ſame. 

Myr. Here, Sir, your thanks are due; to this old arm, 


9 Us I K 1 8. 
Whoſe nerves not threeſcone wiater-camps 
You owe your victory, and I my life. 
When my fierce courſer, with a javelin ſlung, 
Firſt rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound _ 
The trembling earth. plung'd deep amidſt the for; 
And now a thouſand deaths from ev'ry fide 2 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 
Thom Oe St ie roremietd 
This friend, o'er gaſping heroes, rolling ſtceds, 
And fnatch's me from my fate. 1 
Buſ. I thank thee, General, | 
Thou haſt a heart that fwells with loyalty, 
But thy degenerate boy « 
Nic. No more my fon, | 
I cur kim off, my guilt, my puniſhment. i 
Look not, dread Sir, —— 0 
O let not that diſcolour all my fervice, 
And ruin thoſe who blame him for his crimes ! : 
Srſ. Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain; 
Subjects ſhall work my will, or feel my pow'r, | 
Their diſobedience ſhall not be my guilt ; | 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence? | 
The land that yields them food, and ev'ry ſtream 
That flakes their thirſt, the air they breathe is mine. 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment, 
By due fubmiſſion, a too great return ? | 
Death and deſtruction are within my call ——— 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy maſter's ſmile. + 
A faithful miniſter adorns my crown, 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. | 
N. Tobs but ene moce, ene fagld ene to you || 
favour, | 
And then my foul's at peace—T have a daughter,” | 
An only dauyhter, now an only child, 
Since ker loſt brother's folly ; ſhe deſerves 
1 
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The moi a father can for ſo-much goodneſs : 
; Her mother's dead, and we are left alone, 
We two are the whole houſe; nor are we two, 
* In her I live, the comfort of my age; | 
dez And if the king extend bis grace fo far, 


I Then have Lall my monarch can beſtow, 
uſh's Or Heav'n itſelf 5 but this, that I may wear 
» '} My life's poor remnant out in your cummand, 
: Stretch forth my being to the lait in duty, 
And, when the fates ſhall ſummon, die for you. 
f Buſ.. Nicanor know, thy daughter is our care. 
Mu. O Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 
d with the monarch furnich out the friend 
: Art thou not he, that gallant-minded chief, [ Te Nic. 

Who won d not ſtoop to give me leſs than life ? 
And ſhall I prove ungrateful ? ſhocking thought! 
: He that's ungrateful has no guile but one, 
Al other crimes may paſs for virtues in him. 
| vain; Nic. What joy my daughter's promis'd welfare 

gives we. 
My lips I need not open to diſcover —— 
mine. And follow us3 — none eurr quonn, 
4 And longs, no doubt, to fee thee; blefs the maid, 

And then attend us on affairs of ſtate. 


— ' | LIhearthere's treaſon near us; though the flaves - 
| That Fm their monarch, I'm Bufiris fill. 
| Collected in myſelf PI ſtand alone, | 

> your | And hurl my thunder, the” 1 ſhake my throne : 
Like Death, a ſolitary king I'll reign 

er, Oer filent ſubjects, and a defart plain; 


des brook their pride, Til ſpread a gen ral doom, 
| And ev'ry ſtep ſhall be from tomb to tomb. [Exit. 
A Yor. II. C 
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Mr. —— — 
And ſparkled in each thought. She never left me 
Wou'dlt thou believe it? in the field of battle, 

In the mid terror, and the flame of Gght, 
Mandane, thou haſt ſtoln away my foul, 
And left my fame in danger. My rais'd arm 
Bas hung in air, forgetful to defeend, 
And for a moment ſpar d the proſtrate foe— 
O that her bieth roſe equal to my own ! 
Then might I wed with honour, and enjoy 
A lawful bhiſs— and why not now? methinks 
Abſence has plac'd her in a faiver light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and heighten's ev'ry charm. 
Anl. She comes. 

Mr. That modeſt grace ſubdu'd my foul, 
That chaſtityef look, which ſeems to hang 


A veil of pureſt ligt o'er all her beauties, f 


And by forbidding, moſt jud ef 


Euter Max DANA. 


What tender force ! what dignity divine ! 

Vat virtue conſecrating ev'ry feature ! 

Around that neck what drots ave gold and pearl! 

Mandane ! powerful being, whoſe tirit fight ; 

Gives me a tranſport not to be exprets'd ; : 

And with one moment over-pays à year 

Of danger, toil, and death, and abſence from thee. 

Maud. My lord, I fought my father. 

Myr. Leave me not. 

Tre much to fay, much more than I conceive; 

Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter. | 

My breath is fnatch'd, I tremble, I expire. * 

„66 
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KING OF EGYPT. „ 


Whew: your eyes triemph, and inſali my pain, 
Permit me here to take a fmall revenge. 
Mend. Mp bed l ns exndions of my e. 
Myr. 'Tis falſe— know the language ofthoſe eyes, 
They uſe me ine my heart beat, Mandanes 
Relieve not me, but ten yourſelf may paſſion 
I it in art to counterfeit within ? Ms. 
To drive the fpirits and inflame the blood? _ 
Each nerve ia pierc'd with ligluniug from your eye, 
Aud every pulſe is in the throbs of love. 
Mand. My lord, my duty calls; I muſt not tay. ® 
Myr. Give me a moment: I have that to ſpeak 
Will bueſt me if ſuppteſs d 0 heavenly maid ! 
Thy charms are dvubled, fo is thy diflain— 
Who is it ? tell me who enjoys thy ſmile : 
There is a happy man, I ſwear there is; 
I know it by your coldneſs to your friend 
That thought has fix'd a ſcorpion on my heart, 
That ſtings to death and is it poſſible - 
You ever ſpoke of Myron in his abſence, 
Or caſt at leiſure a light thought that way? 
Maud. I thought of you, my lord, and af my father, 
Aud pray d for your fuccefs; nor muſt I now 
Neglect to give him joy. 
" hp you. ——— ————— 


Your heart reſents fome licence cf my youth, 
1 — 


3 

But that you live, Id ruſ upon my ſword... 17 — 

If you forgive me, I ſlial now approach, . 

nannte wretch 8 | 
C2 


, 


8 DAI „ 
—— — ——— ——— 
Ani to my paſſion join. my gratitude : | 
Each time I kneel before you, I ſhall riſe 
As well a better as a happier man, 

Indebced to your victue and your love. 
Mand. } mult not hear you. 

Aiſy. O wement me not! 

A me inns Bades'> aus; 
Je the late battle, reſeu'd me from death: | 
And how ſhall I be grateful! thou'rt a princeſfs.—. 
not, Mandane, this a ſudden tart, 

Aff ob love, that kindles and expires : 3 

Long have 1 weigh's it; frace I parted hence; _ 
No night has paſi d, but this has broke my reſt, g 
And miz'd with cv'ry dream. My fair, I wed thee 
la the matureſt counſel of my ſoul. 

Maud. ©-gods © I tremble at the rifing ſtorm ; | 
Where can this end? { Aſide. 

Myr. And-do you then deſpiſe mo? | : 

Mard. My lord, I want the conrage to accept | 
| What fav tranſeends my merit, and for ever = ; 
Muſt ſlentiy upbraid my lictle worth. 

Myr: — ꝶ— — 
Headiong to all the gay delights of youth, 
—— ny engage 

urn'd ſuperſtitious to make thee my friend ? 
= have I ſtruggh't theo' the pow'rful reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves ? 
Was wealth o'crlook'd, and glory of no weight, 
And all to be refus d? ta ſoothe your pride, ? 
And make my rival ſport ? 
Nor let my truſt in Myron prove my ruin. 
Myr. Diſtraction ! 3 
Maud. Oh! 


Co ER; 14S — 
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Did the proud maid infult me in diſtreſs, i 


| Wann en ches Het anacter's bu 


K INC OF FOCTEFT ÞV=» 
Wy. My heart Garerabt t—Ab my foud! aakevts. | 
4. Madam, 'ris prudent in you to withdraw— lt 


[ Exit Mandane. | v4 
Myr. 1 do not live.—I cannot bear che Ahe? | 
Where is Mandane ? but I wau'd not know. © 
the is not mine.— Yet tho” not mine in love, 
Revenge, my Juſt revenge may overtake her. | 
© how I hate her! let me know her faults : IT 


And ſmile to fee me gafping ? Speak, Auletes, * 


Though all her love is now another's right. * 

Fat. She figh'd and wept; but I remov'd ber from 
| you. 

Myr. It was well done.—Yet I could gaze for ever. 
And did ſhe ſigh? and did the drop a tear? 

The tears ſhe ſhed for me are ſurely mine; 

And ſhall another dry them on thoſe cheeks, 

Aud make them an excuſe for greater fondneſs ? 


Shall I affiſt the villain in his joys? 


No, I will tear her from him. 

14 grodge her beauties to the gods that gave bes- 
Aul. My lord, have temper. 
Myr. And another's paſhan . 


arms 
pnain'd round the lovely wail — 
And te ing, wooing, to him! 
What golden ſcenes, when abfent, Li? 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air? 
What luxury of thought! aud fee my fare ! 
all then my flave enjoy her? and I langaim 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple, 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold, 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train! * 
What if 1 tab him ? No.—She will nt | 
C 3 


”_ TU & FE FF 6& 
Vue full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I lefſen'd._by:my. lite ſocceſs ? . 
7 52. 
And tell her 
Hol. — 
| Aut. Speak. 
My. D 
Aul. Retize, my Lord, and recompoſe yourſelf, 
2 her boſom. ſwells, 


Her pale By trembles, a-diforder's haſte 

Is in her ſteps; her eyes ſhuot gloomy fires.——. 

When Myris — 2 „ happy they | 
n 


Drees,. Auletes, where's the King ? 

Aul. At.council, Madam. | 

Quern. Let him know L want him. [Exit Auk: 
Bute! to forget to whom he. owes a crown! 
Fool! to provoke her rage whoſe hand is red 
In her own brother's blood! | 


Euter Kins and PIM. 
"I Horrid conſpiracy! 
Pher. This night was deſtin's for the bloody dead. | 
Kirg. Miſtaken. villains ! if they wiſh my death, | 
They ſhould in prudence lay their weapons by. 
$0 jealous. are the guds of Egypt's glory, 
I cannot die whilſt ſlaves are arm d againſt me. 


Haſte, Phezon, to the dungeon, plunge them dos | 


Far from the hopes of day, there let them ly; 
Baniſh'd this world, while yet alive, and groan 


9 7 


[Exit Myron. 
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name the fleſh of Memnon's loaded limbs, = 
Till. death ſhall knock them off — A _— 


Then fign theſe. andere for Amelia's death.——- 

He ſtarts, turns pale, he's finking into earth. 

Paough; , begone, and fling thee. at her feet; 

Doat on my flave, and ſue to her for mercy. 

Go, pour forth all the folly of thy foul; 

But bear in mind thou giv'ſt net of thy own. 

Thou giv'ſt that kindnefs which I bought with blocs, . 

Nor ſhall. I loſe unmov d. 
King. I with, my Queen,. 42 

This En had fept a Last for thy fake ;- > 

But fince thy reſtleſs jealouſy of foul * 

Has been ſo ſtudious of its on diſquiet, ä 

Support it as you may. —I own I've felt 

Amelia's charms, and think them worth my: love. 
Lueen.. And dariſt. thou bravely on it. 0? © 

inſult ! 


Forgetful man! tis I then owe a crown! 
Thou hadſt ſtill grovell'd in the lower world, 
And view'd a throne at diſtance, had not I 
Luld thee thou waſt a man, and 'Ercadful thought!) 


„ » | 
— —— — = | 
That gift was fall. L liſten'd to thy ide, 
And ais d thee to my. bed. 


_ King. Ethank you ſor it. 

The gifts you made me were not call away ; 

I underſtand their worth; buſband and king 

Are names of no mean import, they rite high 

Into dominion, and are big with pow r. 

Whbate er I was, I now am King of Egypt, 

And Myris lord. F 

Vueen. I dream; art thou Buſiris ? 

Rufris. that has wembled as my feet, | 
| 
; 


— ed ea rams Macs 
Doſt thou derwe thy ſpirit from thy crimes ? 
threaten, . 
And roll thine eyes in anger? rather bend 
And ſue. ſas pardon. O deteftable!_ 
Burn for a ſbanger's bed. — 
King. And what was mine, 
When Myris firſt wuchfaf d to fmile. on me? 
Bnecen. Diſtraction! death! upbraided for my 
Mine was a godlike guilt, ambition in it, 
Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds; 
For know ] hated when I moſt carefs'd : 
"Twas not Buſiris, but the crown that charm'd me, 
And tent its fparkling glocies to my heart ; 
King. . Syphoces is a king then. 
Queen. Ha! N 
* 1 
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Prepare thy way to ruin. FI Ge thee, 
Living or dead : if dead, my g hall ride, . 
Shriek in thane ears, and — — 
In death F triumph o'er my mas charms, 
2 . 
Alone to ſuffer is beneath the great; 


3 — — 


ACT m. SCENE 1. 
The General's Hoſe, 


1 | 
10 I} = 77 * | 
| | ERE dwells. my ſtubborn fair : Il foothe her 
"oo pride, 
: And lay an humbled monarch at her feet. 


Aut let her well conſider if ſhe's flow. 
To welcome bliſs and dead to. glory's charms, 
Then my reſentment riſes in proportion. 
r my To this high grace extended to my flave, 
And. turns the force. of her own charms againſt her: 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny d. 


Eater the Qu « N, veiled. 


Lec. Kyria, 

A name that ſhauld like thunder ſtrike thine car, 
and make hes teamble in ths gui pliner; 
e | Tobumble me hefore thee, and. increaſe | 


. FU 371 IT S,. 
The mumbes of thy flaves, in hope to bean 
But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare perſiſt. | 
The vengeance due to injur'd n and me: 
And by this waming double thy offence: 

ink, think of vengeance, tis the only joy - 
Which. thou haſt left me; i'ma no more thy wife, 
Nor queens but koow [ am a woman ftilk 
Eater Auf KTS. 


A May an the gods watch o'er your life and! 
empire, f 

And render omeas vain ! fo fierce the ſtorm, | 
And ſuch unheard-of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble : ſee the moon ; 
Robb d of her light, difcolour'd, without form, 
Appears a bloody byn, hung out by Jove, 
To ſpeak peace broken with the fons of men: 
The Nile, as frighted, hrinks within its banks z 
And as this hour I paſs'd great Its” temple, 
A ſudden food of lightning rufh'd upon it, 
And laid the ſhrine in aſbes. 

Ming. O mighty Ifis ! 
Why all theſe figns in nature? why this tumult 
To tell me I am guilty 5 if my crown | 
The fates demand, why let them take it back. 
My crown. indeed I may reſign ; but, oh! 
Who can awake the dead 


—ů ——-—-— 


r 
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Aenne ee difinmpole mes - | 
Tu l that whirl theſe hurricanes in air, *-1 
E Keble wht eo gpl, | 
© Myris, give me back my innocence ! 

Deen. I bought it with an. empire. 

King. Chenpły fold * 
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Why 4588 thou urge my liſted arm to e 

— —— . 

9cer. Why did you yield when urg'd, and by « 
woman, 

You that are vain of your ſuperior reaſon, 

And ſwell with the prerogative of man? 

r 

You own it, not accepted, though enjoy d; 

2 

Yet if a fatal conſequence attend, | 

Then were the authors; ——— 

Allows us ſenſe enough to be condemn'd. 

King. "Tis prudent to diſlemble with her fury, 
And wait a fofter feafon for my love. LA. 
Bid lſis priefts attend their king's devotions, 

TN foothe with ſacrifice the angry pow rs; 

Swift to my dungeons, bid their darkſome vo mb 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars, 

Ten thouſand lives to Heav'n devoutly pour, 

Till feven-fold Nile infected with the ſtain, 

In all his fireams flows purple to the main. [ Exł. 
Dore. Thin artifice; I know the facrifice - 
You moſt intend. But 1 will daſh your joys; 
Thou victim, and thy goddeſs both ſhall feet me. 

Aul. Madam, the prince. 

Seen. And is he ſtil afflicted ? e 

Aul. ———— 
He ſtruggles manfully ; but all in vain : 

Sometimes he calls in muſic to his aid, 

He ſtrives with martial firains to fire his blood, 

And rouze his fout to battle ' 

Then he relapſes into love again, 

Feeds the diſeaſe, and Coats upon his ruin. 

Veen. Wity"peks be here the cauſe of all bis 
_ Jorrows? 


36 TD SS TR 8, 
For friendſhip is the balm of all our cares, 
— WEI. 
. [Mortial muſic. 
rer Mynon af « diffance. 
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What force, what majeſty in ev ry motion, 
As at each ſtep he trod upon a foe! 
Myr. O that this ardour wou'd for ever laſt! 
Hans nor wall I curſe my being more; | 
W and conquer d kingdoms are before 


. 
Bound o er the mountains, plunge into the ſtream, 


Vimumonay on kn anang my fors, | 

And conquer it, or dic. [Ex 
Nen. The thoughts of war 

| Will ſoon; än the fair cac from his bivaſt—— 

But this has broken in on my intent —— 

I wou'd remind thee of my late commands. 6 

| 1 — 

At dead of night I fet the pris ners free. 

— Do rt Ram=dde pars. 

Such as my foul pants after. It becomes me. 

O.it wall gall che tyrant, ſtab him home, 

And if one ſpark of gratitude furvives, 

Soften Syphoces to my fond define. 

The tyrant's torment is my only joy; 


Ye Gods! or let me perith, or deſtroy, 
Os rather both; for what bas life to boaſt 


' When vice ip taflclefs. grown, and virtue lad! 

| Glery and wealth I call upon in vain, vs 

1 Gas ory cas SOOT OY pain; 
2 


| 


< wo. 
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| My rugged heart in languiſhments and fighs, 


KING OF EGYPT8 „ 


My every joy upbraids me with my gurie, | 
8 f 
[Exit Dee. 
Enter Mraon. 


Myr. The ſhining images of war are fled, 
The fainting trumpets languiſh in mine car, 
The banners furl d, and all the ſprightly blaze 
Of burniſh'd armour, like the ſettiug ſun, 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh'd from my thought: 
Ne-battle, ſiege, or ſtorm ſuſtain my foul 
In wonted grandeur, and fill out my breaſt ; 
But ſoftneſs ſteals upon me, melting down 


And pours it out at my Mandane's feet 
I fee her ev'n this moment ſtand before me, 
Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold. 
I have her here, I claſp her in my arms; 
And in the madneſs of exceſſiv e love 
Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderneſs. 
41 My Lord, too much yeu cheriſh this delufion ; 
She is another's. 

Myr. Do not tell me ſo. 
Say rather ſhe is dead; each heav'nly charm 
Turn d into horror! O the pain of pains 

Is when the fair one, whom our ſoul is fond of, 
Gives tranſport, and receives it from another ! 
How does my foul burn up with ſtrong declare, 
Now ſhrink into itſelf ! now blaze again 

Pl tear and rend the ſtrings that tye me to her: 


Hl longer here, I am undone. 


As be is going, enter Nic Au ox. 
Nic. My prince, (and fince ſuch honours you 
vouchſafe) 


B 
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This is my Qnnghter's —— 
I dedicate to joys which ever laaguith, 
If you refuſe to crown them with your preſence. | 
Myr. Nicanor, ] was warm on other 
Nie. I am ſtill near you in the day of danger, 
In toilſome marches and the bloody field, 
When nations againſt nations claſh in arms, 
And half a people in one groan expire; 
Why am 1, with your helmet, thrown aſide, 
Caſt off, and uſcleſs in the hour of peace? 
Myr. Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your gueſt. 
Methinks | labour as 1 onward move, 
As under check of ſome controuling pow'r. [4/ite. 
What can this mean? wine may relieve my thoughts, 
And mirth and converſe lift my ſoul again. [ Excnt. 


The back ſcene draws, and ſhews a ban guet. 
Euter MA nDA&N E richly urge. 

Mans. It was this day that gave me life, this day 
 Shou'd give much more, ſhou d give me Memnon too: 
But | am rivall'd by his chains, they claſp 
The hero round, (a cold, unkind embrace !) 

And but an carneſt ot far wurſe to come. 

While he, my ſoul, in dungeon-darkneſs clos'd, 

Breathes damp unwholtome ſteams, and lives on 

poiſon, 

am compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, 

Lo wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems; 

To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſs, 

Wen tis almoſt a crime that I till live: 

'Fheſe eyes, which can't diſemble, pouring forth 

The dxeadful truth, are honeſt to my heart. 

"Theſe robes, O Memnon ! are Mandane's chains, 

And load, and gall, aud wring her bleeding heart. 
[Exit Mandane. 
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Du MYnon, Nie anon, Aula rs, &c. 
They take their places. | 
Nic. Sound louder, found, and waſt my wiſh to 
heav'n. 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray's : 
Protect her, profper her, and, when Fm dead, 
Still bleſs me in Mandane's happineſs. ——- 
[The dowl goes round. Muſic. 

Haſte, call my daughter; none can taſte of jay, 
Till ſhe, the miſtreſs of the feaſt, is with us. 

A Servant brings Nicanor 2 letter, he reads it. 
The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 

Myr. Not leave us, General ? 

Nic. Ha, the king here writes me, 
The diſcontented populace, that held, 
Oer midnight bowls their deſperate cabals, 
Are now in bold defiance to his power: 
Amid the terrors of this ſtormy night, 


Ev'n now they deluge all you weltern vale, 


And form a war impatient for the day. 


The reading paifem tow das caught — 


Aud the revolting ſoldiers ſtand in arms 


Mid with f liti 9 „ 
Myr. Your call is great. 


Etter MaxDaxs. Myron farts from bis ſeat in 
diſorder. | | 

Maud. O Memnon! how ſhalt I become a banquet, 
Supprets my ſorrow, and comply with joy? 5 
Severeſt fate! am I deny d to grieve? Lie. 
Nir. Be comforted, my child, Ill ſoan return. | 
Why doſt thou make me bluth ? I feel my tears 
Run trickling down my check. 

Myr. I muſt away: | 

ö Da 


40 Us IRIS, 


I can no more: I fink beneath her charms, 
6 — WRSS ot why Hades. 


[4ſide to Auletes, | 


Nic. Your cheek is pale, I dare not ket you part, 
You are not well. 


Mr. A ſmall indiſpoſition, 


I foow ſhall throw it from me. Farewell, General; 


Conqueſt attend your arms. 
Vic. You ſhall not leave 

Your ſervant's roof, tis an unwholſome air, 
And my apartment wants a gueſt. 

Myr. Nicanor, 
If health returns T ſhall not preſs my couch, 
And hear of diſtant conqueſts ; hut o'ertake thee, 
And add new terror to the front of war. 


Nic. Mean time you are a guardian to my child, 


Let hier not mils a father in my abſence; 
She's all my ſoul holds dear. 


Brth. Farewell, farewell! [ Embracing. 


Nicanor waits o Myron of the tage, and returns. 
Nic. My child, © feel a tendernefs at heart 
T never felt before; come near, Mandane, 
Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father. 
Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand 
Preſs'd mine. then turning on thee her faint eye, 
Let fall a tcar of fondnets, and expir'd.—— 
] cannot love thee well enough, her grace 
Softens thy cheek, and lives within tine eye. 


Let me embrace you both. My heart o'erflows. — 


If I ſhould fall. —Thy mother's monument.— 
But I ſhall kill thy tenderneſs. No more. 
Nay, do not weep, I ſhall return again, 

And with my deareſt child fit dowa in peace, 
Mund. If the gods 


: 


b 


| 
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Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 
Nic. Farewell, my only care, my foul is with thee; 


: Regard yourſelf, and you remember me. (Exit. 


Eiter Mao and AULE TES. 

Myr. No place can give me caſe: my reſtleſs 
Like working billows in a troubled fea, 
Toſſes me to and fro, -nor know 1 whither. 
What am I, who, or where ? ha! where indeed! 
But let me pauſe, and atk myſelf again 
If 1 am well awake. Imp<tuous bliſs ! 
My heart leaps up, my mounting ſpirits blaze; 
My foul is in a tempeſt of delight! 
. My Lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 


Strange tumults in your breaſt. 


yr. What hour of night? 

Aul. My Lord, the night's ſar ſpent. 

Myr. The gates are barr'd, 

And all the houſehold is compos'd to reſt ? 

Anl. All: and the great Nicanor's own apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal gueſt, expects you. 

Myr. Perdition on thy ſoul for naming him. 
Nicanor! © | never ſhall fleep more! | 
Defend me! whither wander'd my bold thoughts! 
Broke looſe from reaſon, how did they run mad! 
And now they are come home all arm'd with ſtings, 
And piece my bleeding heart —— 


Ideg the gods to diſappoint my crime, 


Yet almoſt wiſh them deaf to my deſire. 


] long, repent ; repent, and long again, 


1 muſt no longer parley with deſtruction. 


Auletes, ſeize me, force me to my chamber, 
There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf ; 


ds each thought, tis tune to fly. IKA nt. 


* 


e 
Enter Mandant and RAMESES. 
Rom. I hope your fears have giv'n a falſe alarm. 


You know my father's abſence, Myron's paſſion; 
Juſt now I met him, at my ſight he ſtarted, 


Then with ſuch ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, 


And gaz'd with ſuch malignity of love, 
Sending his ſoul out ro me in a look 
So fiercely kind, | trembled, and retir'd. 


Are lodg'd within your call; th appointed ſignal, 
If danger threatens, brings them to your reſeue. 
Mad. Where are they? 
Ram. In the hall beneath your chamber: 
Memnon alone is wanting; he's providing 
For your eſcape before the morning dawn; 
The reſt in vizors, fearing to be known, | 
Have veatur'd thro' the ſtreets for your protection. 
and. Auſpicious turn ! then J again am happy. 
Ram. Auſpicious turn indeed! and what completes 
The happineſs, tl. e baſe man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low: I watch'd him from the king, 
I. took him warm, while he with lifted brow 
Confeſs'd high thought and triumph in his mien, 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
"Tis late; refreſh yourſelf with ſleep, Mandane. 
| [Exit Mandane.. 
So, tis reſolv'd, if Myron dares attempt- 
So black a crime, it juſtifies the blaw ;. 
He dies, and my poor brother's ghoſt ſhall ſmile. 
This way he bends his ſteps ; I hate his fight, | 
And hall till death has made it lovely to me. [ Exits. 


* 


Mand. You've heard my frequent vilions of the 
| 


« 
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Enter Myron and AULETES. 


Myr. O how this paſſion, like a whirlpool, drives me,, 
With giddy, rapid motion round and round, 
F know not where, and draws in all my foul! 
I reafon much 3 but reaſon about her; 
And where ſhe is, all reaſon dies before her; 
And arguments but tell me I am conquer d. 
80 black the night, as if no ſtar e er ſhone 
In all the wide expanſe ; the light ning's flaſh 
But ſhews the darkneſs, and the burſting clouds 
With peals of thunder feem to rock the land: 
Not beaſts of prey dare now from ſhelter roam, 
But howl in dens, and make the foreſt groan. 
What then am I ? a monſter yet more fell, 
Than haunts the wilds l am, and threaten more: 
My breaſt is darker than this dreadful night, 
And feels a fiercer tempeſt rage within.— 
I muſt—I will— This leads me to her chamber 
Did not the raven croak ? : LStarting. 
Aul. L hear her not. | 
Myr. By Heav'n, methinks earth trembles under 
Awake, ye furies, you are wanting to me, (me. 
O finiſh; me in ill, O take me whole; | 
Or gods confirm me good, without allay, 
Nor leave me thus at variance with my elf ; 
Let me not thus be daſh'd from ſide to ſide. —. 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me, 
Confided in me, gave her to my care, 
Nor long ſince fav'd my life—and doubt I till ? 
I'm guilty of the fact, here let me ly, 
And rather groan for ever in the dult, 
And float the marble pavement with my tears, 
Than riſe into a monſtcr. [ Blings bimſelf” down... 


ry © Vn. 17 64 


Mandant, paſſing at a diſtance, ſpeaks to a Servant, 
Mand. Well, obſerve me. 
To ſeal our vows the holy prieſt is with him; 
Watch to receive them at the weſtern gate, | 
And privately conduct them to my chamber. [Fxit. | 
Myr. flavting up.] O torment! racks! and flames! 
With open arms! am I caſt out for ever, ; 
For ever mult deſpair, unlefs | fnatch 
The preſcut moment? ſhe is all prepar'd, 
Her withes waking, and her heart on fire! 
That pow'rfulthought ſweeps Heav n and Hell beforeit, | 
And lays all open to the prince of Egypt; 
Born to enjoy whatever he deſires, 
I fee her midnight dreſs, her flowing hair, 
Her flacken'd boſom, her relenting mien, 
All the forbidding forms of day flung off 
For yielding ſoftneſs —O, I'm all confuſion ! 
I ſhiver in each joint! ah! ſhe was made 
To juſtify the blackeſt crimes, and gild X E 
Ruin and death with her deſtructive charms. 
Anl. You'll force her then? 
Myr. Thou villain but to think it. 
No; Tu folicit her with all my pow'r ; 
Conqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle in her fight. 
If the conſent, thy prince is bleſs'd indeed, | 
Takes wings, and tow'rs above mortality : | 
If ſhe reſiſt, J put an end to pain, 
And lay my breathleſs body at her feet. 


MaxDans paſſing at 2 diſtace to ber chamber, | 
Myron meets ber. 


M. Is this well done, my Lord ? 
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Myr. Condemn me not 
Refore you hear me: let this poſture tell you, 
Im not fo guilty as perhaps your fears, | 
Your commendable, modeſt fears ſuſpect. 
Nay, do not go; you know not what you do; 


| Bi, ] vou d receive a favour, not conſtrain it: 
[Exit | 


Return; or good Nicanor, beſt of fathers, 

Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 

Mand. And dare you then —— 
name, 

And yet perſiſt! Were you his mortal foe 

What cou'd your malice more? 

Myr. O fair Mandane ! 

I know my fault; | know your virtue tos; 

But ſuch the violence of my diſorder, 

That I dare tempt even you. Methinks that guilt 

Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your pow'r— 

But touch me with your hand, | die with bliſs. 

Why fwells your cye ? By Heav'n Fd rather fee 


All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
_ Town I'm mad, but I am mad of love: 


You can't condemn me more than | myſelf; 
In that we are agreed; agsee in all. 
Condemn, but pity me; reſent, but yield; 
For, oh, I burn, I rave, I die with love! 

Mad. O Sir — 

Myr. Nay, do not weep ©; it wilt kill me: 
This moment, while I ſpeak, my cycs are darken'd ; 
I cannot ſee thee, and my trembling limbs 
Refuſe to bear their weight; all lett of life - 

Is that I love. If love was in our pow'r, 
The fault were mine; fince not, you muſt comply. 
How godlike to beſtow more hcav'nly joys 


Than you can think, and I ſupport, and live! 


Maud. O how can you abuſe your facred reaſon, 
That particle of Heav'n, that foul of Jove, 
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© Prince! | 
Myr. What fays Mandane ? 

Maud. Sir; obſerve me: | 

Your noble nature has with pity ſeen; 

But wou d they not work deeper in your ſoul, 
Were you convinc'd my ſorrows flow for vou? 
For you, my Lord, they flow, for I am fafe, 
(I know you are furpris'd), they flow for you; 
Myron, my father's friend, my prince, my gueſt— 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my peace, 
And need | ſurther reaſun for theſe tears? 
Nature affords no object of concern 

So great as to behold a gen rous mind, 

Driv'n by a ſudden guſt, and dath'd on guilt 
Tis baſe z you ought not: tis impracticable; 
You cannot—Make neceility your chuice; 

Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, 

Your whole illuſtrious life has dearly bought, 

In toilfame marches, and in fields of blood. 


Euter AULETES, and Servants. 


Av!. My Lord, your life's s beſet; n 
Is throng'd with ruffians, who but wait the ſignal, 
To ruth and ſheath their daggers in your heart. 

. Myr. Betray'd! curs'd furcereſs! it was a plot. 
Concerted by them ail to take my life, | 
And this the bait to tempt me to the toil. 

She dies.— | 

Aul. No; firſt enjoy, then murder her 
Truſt to my conduct, and you ſtill are ſafe. 
They all arc maſqu'd; I have my vizor too: 

Nut time is ſhort; for once conſide in me. 


SEFELEFLS 3 


| May he for ever triumph. 


2 
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Von, Sir, for ſafety, eren | 


| r [To Servants. 


to the ſouthern gate, and burſt it open. 

A the m 

She is bor ae off. 
Euter RAM ESN ard Ouſpirators maſqued. 
Diſperſe, fly ſeveral ways; let cach man bear 


A ſteady point, well levell'd at his heart. 


If he efeapes us now, ſucceſs attend him; 


4 the pos the Jag in nfuſin, auer. cats 


The villain, Myron, with theſe eyes } fow him 
Bearing his prize ſwift to the weſtern gate : 


There, there it bn. (4 without, 


All. Away; purſue. | 

Au!. Tis done; [Without. 
Adrance the maily bar, and all is fate; 
end beg, end with . the gakk. 

| Enter MYx ON, 

My. I ſhall at leaſt have time for vengeance on her, 
And then I care not if I die. Barbarians! 
Their fwords are pointed at my life! tis well! 

But I will give them an excuſe for murder; 
Such, ſuch a cauſe —OF, love, and ſoft compaſſion ; 
Harden each finew of my heart to ſteel : 

Tu do, what done will ſhock myſelt, and thoſe 

Whom tune ſets fartheſt from this dreadful hour. 


. - 
| 8 1 | | 4 1 | i 
ad TL. ® * * Y 
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Enter Mandan, forced in bh Aut rs. 


Mend. By all the pow'rs that can revenge a falſehood, 


I'm innocent from any thoughts of blood. 

Myr. Why then your champions here in arms? 
*Fis falſe. 

Mand. A, Jos may ie files you foe the wonng 
You charge upon me! O my royal maſter! 
My ſafety from all ill! my great defender! 
Or did my father but infult my tears, 
And give me to your care to ſuffer wrong ; 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father; 
He loves us both, and my ſevere diſtreſs 
Wil farce more deeply wound bim than your guilt. 

[Myron walls paſſionately at a diſtance. 


My. Slaves! are you ſworn againſt me? ſtop her 


voice, 
And bear her to my chamber. 
Mand. O Sir! O Myron 
Behold my tears Here ! will fix for ever 
Pl claſp your feet - and grow into the earth 
O cut me, hew me—give to ev'ry limb — 
A ſeparate death but ſpare my ſpotleſs virtue; 
But ſpare my fame—you wound to diſtant ages— 
And thro” ail time my memory will bleed. 
Mr. Diſtraction! ail the pains of hell are on me! 
As Servants force in Mandane. 
Mard. © Memnon O my Lord!—my life! where 
art thou ? [ She is borne offs 


[Myron exprefſ:s ſudden paſſion and ſurpriſe; ftauds 


a while fix d in aſtoniſhment; then ſpeaks. 
Mr. As many 2ccidents concur to work 
My paſſious up to this unheard-of crime, 
As if the gods defign'd it—be it then 


Memnon! 
x 


—— = 
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My heart began to ſtagger, but "tis over—— 

Heav'n blaſt me if I thought it pollible 

I could be ſtill more cuss d That hated dog 

Her lord, her life !—! thank her for my cure 

Of all remorſe and pity ; this has left me 

Without a check, anc. thrown the looſen'd reins 

On my wild paſſion, to run headlong on, 

And in her ruin quench a double fire, 

The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 
Deſtruction full of tranſport ! lo, I come 
Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom: 
-} know the danger, and 1 know the ſhame; 
But like our phenix, in fo rich a flame 

I plunge triumphant my devoted head, 

And doat on death in that luxurious bed. 


ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


Eater MYRON —-ʒu dfender, bare-hraded, 
without light, Ae. 1 alks dilurbedly before be ſpeaks. 


MYnRoON. | 

HIS NCEFORTH let no man truſt the firſt falſe 
Of guilt ; it hangs upon a precipice 
Whoſe ſleep deſcent in laſt perdition ends. 
How far am I plung'd down beyond all thought 
Which I this evening fram'd !-—But be it fo, 
Conſummate horror! guilt beyond a name 
Dare not, my ſoul, repent; in thee repentance 
Were ſecond guilt, and thou blaſpbem'ſt juſt Heav'n, 
By hoping mercy. Ah! my pain will ceafe 
When gods want pow'r to puniſh. —Ha! the dawn 
Riſe never more, O ſun ! let hight prevail; 
Eternal darkneſs cloſe the world's wide ſcene, 

Vor. II. E 


40 n 
And hide me from Nicanor and myſelf. *d 
Who's thene'? * 

Enter Aut z TES. 1 


Arl. My Lord! 

Myr. Auletes! 

Ari. Guard your life. 

' The houſe is rouz' 6 
The gliding tapers dart from room to room; 
Solemn confuſion, and a trembling haſte, 


Mix'd with pale horror, glares on every face: 


The ſtrengthen d foe has ruſh'd upon your guard, 
And cut their paſſage thro' them to the gate. 
Implacable Rameſes leads them on, 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 
Mir. Why, let them come, let in the raging torrent: 
T wiſh the world wou'd riſe in arms againſt me; 
For I muſt die, and I would dic in ſtate. 
The doars are hu open; Servants paſs be ſtage. Ti | 
- malt. a | 
the floge; then 


RaMESES and SYPHOCES enter, meeting. 


Ram. Where's the Prince? 

Svph. The monſter ſtands at bay; 
We can no more than ſhut him trom eſcape 
Till further force arrive. 

Fam. O my Syphoces! 

S»ph. This is a grici, but not for words. 
Does the ſtill live? 
Ram. She hives !—But O how bleſs'd 
Are they which arc no more! By ſtealth I ſaw her; 
Caſt on the ground in mourning weeds the lyes; 
Her torn and luofen'd treſſes ſhade her round, 
'thro' which her face, all pale, as ſte were dead, 
G!cams like a fick!y moon; too great her grief 
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For wards or tears! but ever and anon, 
Aſter a dreadful, ſtill, infidious calm, 
ColleGing all her breath, long, long fuppreſs'd, 
She ſobs her foul out in a lengthen d groan, 
80 fad, it breaks the heart of all that hear, 
And ſends her maids in agonies away. 
Spb. O tale too mouruful to be thought on! 
Ram. Hold ——— 
No, let her virgias weep, forbear Syphoces ; 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge: 
Diſpatch your letters. Pll go comfort her. 
[4 Servant ſpeaks aſide to Rametes. Exit Syph. 


And has the then commanded none approach her ? 


Fm forry for it; but I cannot blaine her. 

Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 

All offer'd cure into a new diſeaſe; 

Its ſhuns our love, and comfort gives ber pain. 


Re-enter SYPHOCES. 


Spb. Your father is return'd; redundant Nile 
Broke from its channel, overfwells the paſs, | 
And ſends him back to wait the waters fall. 

Ham. And is he then retura'd I tremble for 

bim. 
I fee his white head rolling in the duſt: 
But haſte, it is our duty to receive him. (Ext. 


Enter MyRoNn. 


Mie. I feel a pain of which I am not worthy, 
A pain, an auguith, which the hone!t man 
Alone deferves.— ls it not wondrous ſtrange 
That I, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have ſurviviug aught of man about me? 
And yet 1 kaow not how, of gratitude 

E 2 


nne 


Confuſion! he's return d. oy 
Enter Nic Ax on. 
Nie. My Prince la to embrace . 


[Smiting bis breaf. 
Nic. O Sir, you are too kind! 
Mr. Death! tortures hell! { Afide. 
Nic. What fays my Prince? 
M:r. A ſudden pain, 
To which Fm — — hee : 
'Tis paſt; I'm well again. 
N. c. Heaven guard your health. 
Mer. Doſt thou then wiſh it? 
Nic. Am I then diſtruſted ? 
Then when I fav'd your life, I did the leaſt 
I c'er would do to ferve you. 
Myr. Bazbarous man! 
* What have ues bemmedercacerdte.. 


Nic. By Heav'n I'm wrong d! ſpeak, and I'll clear | 
myſelf. [Takes him by the band. 


Myvr. Fm poifon and deſtruction: curſe thy gods ! 
Py kill thee in compaſſion.—— Oh my brain! 
Away, away, away! ' [Sheves him from bim. 
Ni. Do, kill me, Prince Ging. 
You ſhall not go; I do demand the cauſe | 
Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father! 
For thus provok d, Fit do myſelf the juſtice 
To tell thee, youth, that I deferve that name; 


| 
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Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I. N 
. — 4 
thy bold, . 

Or 1 wilt plane my dagger in thy breaſt ! | 

Nic. Your dagger's necdleſs ! © ungrateſul boy! 


hs Ber Un, anter'?-© 0p Be Whech G 
[ Embrace. 3 


C 
| bimaſide. | 

What, no eſcape ? on ev'ry ſide inclos'd ? 

Then I refolve to periſh by his hand: 

Tis juſt I ſhould, and meaner death I ſcorn. 
But how to work him to my fate, to ſing 

His paſſion up fo high, will be a taſk 

To me ſevere, as diſſicult as ſtrange. M 
Support me, cruel heart; it muſt be done. [ Aſide. 
Ni. Now, from my very foul, [ cannot tell— 
But tis enchantment all; for things fo ſtrange 
Have happen d, I might well diſtruſt my ſente; 
But if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 

A heart in anguiſt, and i muſt coufeſs 

Your grief is juſt—lt was mhuman in you 

But tell the cauſe; unravel from the buttom 

The myſtery that has embroil'd our loves; 

(For ſtill, my Prince, I love, fince you repent); 
What accident depriv'd me of my friend, 

Apd loſt you to yourſelf ? | 

Myr. A traitor's fight ! 

Ni. Beneath my roof ? 

Myr. Beneath thy very helmet, 1 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyſelf. [Draws. 
Nec. Diſtraction ! * 4 8 | 

Traitor Aber ſtzading by your father's throne, 


And ſtemming the wild ſtream that roars againſt it 


Of redel-fubjects, and of foreign tes ? 


„ 1 v1 „ 1. 
For training thee to glory and to war ? 
For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 
A mortal child, and kindling in thy foul 
The nobie ardors of a future god ? 
Farewell, I dare not truſt my temper more. 
My. Crey-headed, vencrable traitor ! 
Enter Rau Es ES. 


Ram. Ha! | 
Turn, turn, blaſphemer, and repreſs thy taunts ; 
All provocation's needleſa, but thy ſight. "I 

[ He affaults the Prixce; Nicanoe biuders him. 

Nic. Forbear, my fon. | 

Ram. Forbear ? 

Nic. If 1 am calm, 

Your rage ſhould ceaſe. | 

Ram. No; 'tis my own revenge; 
Unleſs, Sir, you diſown me for your fog. 

Nic. Thy fword againſt thy prince! 

Nam. A villain! | 

Nic. Held! 

Ram. The worſt of villains ? 

Nic. "Tis too much. 

Ram. O father !— 

Nic. What wouldſt thou? 

Ram. Sir, your daughter— 


Nic. Rightly thought: 
N 


Call, call Mandane; to bchoid my child 

Would chear me in the agonies of death : 

Call her, — — 
Ham. O Sir 
Nir. WI. mean thoſe tranſports of concern ? 
Ram. Tho F. m an outcaſt from your love, I weep | 

— 


oO 
* 
SF 
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heart ! 
ere agar 
You gave, with ſtreamiog eyes, your foul's delight, 
Ruth on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, - 


| All ſwcet and lovely as the bluſhing morn; 


Scize her by force, ow CC ID, gab, 
Proſtrate in anguiſh, tearing up the earth, 
Imploring, fhrickiag to the gods and you.— | 
O hold, my brain Look there, and think the reſt. 
The ba l. ſen e opens. A darkew'd chamber, oy bed, and | 
the curtains drawn. Women paſs out weeping, . 
Nicanor falls back on Rameſes. 


Nie. Is't poſſible - my child ae 
The growth of my own liſe! that ſwecten' d age 
And pain —0 nature bleeds within me! * 

Mad. Weep not, 2 — ceaſe your uſeleſs 

tears; 
Kindne's is thrown away upon deſpair, 
And but provokes the forrow it would caſe. 

Nic. Aſſiſt me forwards. | 

Mand. Moſt unwelcome news! 

E he return d? The gods ſupport my father. 
] pow begin to with he lov'd me leſs. 
Nic. There, there ſhe pied the very tend ref 
nerve. 
She pities me, dear babe, ſhe pities me: 
Through all the raging tortures of her foul 


Has done its worſt—P've drawn my father's tears. 
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Nic. Forbear to call me by that tender name; 
Since l can't help thee, I would fain forget 

Thou art a part of me—it only ſharpeus 

Thoſe pangs, which, if a ſtranger, I thould feel.— 
O ipare me, my Mandane : to behold thee 

In ſuch execſs of forrow, quite deſtroys me; 

And I ſhall die, and leave thee unreveag'd. 
Mud. O Sir, there are misfortunes muit ſevere, 
Which yet can bear the light, and well fuſtuiu'd 
Adorn the ſufferer. —But chis ailliction 

Has made deipair a virtue, and demands 

Utter extinctioa, and etcrual night, 

as happiueſs. { 3cene ſhuts on them. 
Enter Sy PROC ES. 


Ram. O my Syphoces ! 
. And does this more you, does this melt you 


down, 
And pour you out ia forrow? then fly far, 
Ere Memnon cumes; he comes with iluthing cheek, 
Aad beating heart to bear a bride away, 
And bleſs his fate: how dreadiully decciv'd! 
* 11 begins. 
Euter M MuNO. 


Mem. O give me leave 
To yield to nature, and indulge my joy, 
My friend! my brother! O the extaly 
That fires my veins, and d:aces at my heart! 
You love me not, if you rctuic to join 
In all the juſt extravagaace and f:gat 
Of boundleſs trauſport, on this happy hour. 
Where is my foul, my bliſs, my lovely bride ! 
Call, call her ſorth; O haſte, the pricit expects us, 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to love. 


Kam. Speak to hun.—Pr'ythce ſpeak. [Ts Syph. 


* 
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* Spb. By Heav'n I cannot. 
Men. What can this mean? 


. 


Seb. Nay, Rameſes. 
| Mom. By all the gods they froggle with theie 
ſorrows, 


And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from me. 

By friendſhip's facred name, I charge you ſpeak. 
[They bet on bim with the ut ne concern, and go out 

on different ſides of 1he Hage. 

Was ever man thus left to dreadful 

And all the horrors of a black ſfurmiſe! 

What woe is this too big to be expreſs d? 

O my fad heart! why bod'ſt thou fo ſeverely ! 

Mandane's life's in danger ! there indeed, 

Fortune, I fear thee ſtill; her beauties arm thee; 

Her virtues make thee dreadſul to my thought: 


But for my love, how | could laugh at fate! 


[Enter a ſervant, and gives bum @ paper. He reads. 


Enter RamgsEs. Memiuon fwouns, and falls on 


Ram. "T were happy if his ſoul wou d ne'er return: 
The gods may ſtill be merciful in this 
His lids- begin to riſe. How fares my friend? 
Mem. Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 
Euter SYPHOCES. 


Sypb. Fainting beneath th' opprefſion of her grief, 
This way Mandane feeks the freſber air: 

Let us withdraw ; — 

And moſt of all by you. 

Mem.. By my owu heart 


— cn nc; fr bes, 
Te fight wou d ſtrike me dead. 
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[4 Memnon is going, Mandane meets him ; beth 
art back, ſbe ſbricks. Memnon recovers hne, 
and falls at ber kuecs, embracing them; he tries to "| 
diſengage, he not permittiag, ſhe raiſes bim, he tales 
ber paſſionately in bis arms. They continue ſpeechleſs | 
and motioniefs for ſome time 
Henk. This cnc —— cis? 
gee how they writhe with anguiſh! hear them groan! 
See the large hlent dew run trickling down, 
As from the weeping marble ; paſſion choaks 3 
Their words, and they're the ſtatues of deſpair ! | 
Mem. O my Mandane! | 
| [4t this foe vivleuily breaks from him, and exit, | 
But one moment more. 
[4 Mcmaon is flowing, Rameſes bald bi, 
Nan. Brother 
Mem. Forgive me 
Rain. You're to blame. | | 
Mem. Look there. [Pointing after ber. 
My heart is burſting. 
Ram. With revenge. 
Mem. And love. 

Rav. Revenge. 
E 
Sfb. No, Memuon, if our ſwords now want an 

| edge, 

They Il want for ever; to this ſpot I charm thee 3 
By the dread words, R and Liberty ! 

This is the crifs of our fates; this moment 

The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us, 

They watch to ſce us act like prudent men, 

Aad out of iils extract our happineſs. 

My friends, thete dire calamitics, like poifon, 

May have their wholefome ut! this fad occaſion, 
If mavay'd artfully, revives our hopes; EE 


an 
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It gives Nicanor to our ſinking faction, 
And ftill the tyrant ſhakes. 


Ream. My father comes : | 
> Setter Oba: hv cans. 
While paſſions glow, the heart, like heated ſteel, 
Takes each impreſſion, and is work' d at pleaſure. 


Enter NicAx OR. 


Nie. Why have the gods choſe out my weakeſt hours, 
To ſet their terrors in array againſt me ? 
This wou'd beat down the vigor of my youth, 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down fo low. 
Jain man amar. 
And ſpinning out a thread of miſery. 
The longer lite, the greater choice of evil. 
The happieſt man is but a wretched thing, 
That ſteals poor comfort from compariſon; 
What then am ! ? Here will I fit me down, 
Brood o'er my cares, and think myſelf to death. 
Draw near, Rameſes; I was raſh erewhile, 
nies een — many goers 
Have I been cas'd in ſteel ? 

Nin. Full threeſcore years 
Have chang'd the ſeaſoas v'er your crefied brow, 


And ſcen your faulchion dy'd in hoſtile blood. 


Nic. How many triumphs ſince the King has reign d? 
Ram. They nu iber juſt your battles, one for one. 
Ni. True, I have follow'd the rough trade of war 
With ſome ſucceſs, and can, without a bluſh, 
Review the ſhaken fort, and ſanguine plain. 
] have thought pain a pleaſure, thirſt and toil 
Bleſt . bjects of ambition; ] remember | 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 
When the barb'd arrow from-my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, | di'dzin's to groan 
Becauſe I ſuffer'd for Buſirie fake. 
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Rem. The King is not to blame. 

Nie. Is not the prince his fon 2 

Nam. But in himſelf. 

Nic. And has be loſt his guilt, [Rifeg is « paſſes 
*Cayſe he has injur'd me? Erewhile thy blood 
Was kindled at his name Didſt thou not tell me 
A ſhameful black delign on poor Amelia ? 
O Memnon ! what a glorious race is this, 
To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 
And draw down bleffings on us! 

Mem. He that ſupports them 
In ſuch black crimes, is ſharer of their guilt. 


Nie. Point out the man, and with theſe wither'd 


I'd fly upon his throat, tho” he were lodg d — 
Within the circle of Bufiris' arms. 
r Hand eden iy dis pebes, 
Supports them in their courſe of flaming guilt; 
And you are he. 
Nic. Thou ravſt. 
Sypb. The army's yours. 
Mes hs or ren 2 ere 
Thoutands fall off the tyrant's fide, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to deſtruction. 
But fweep his minions, cut a padder's throat, 
Or lop a fycophant, the work is done. 
Ni. What wou'd you have me do? 
Mom, Let not your heavr 
z—— —— 
A generous foul is not contin d at home, 
Zut ſpreads it iel abroad oer all the public, 
And feels for every member of the land. 
What have we ſcen for twenty rolling years, 
But une long track of blood? or, what is worſe, 
Throng d dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans, 
And free-burn men opprefs'd! Shall half mankind 
| hk | 
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* dm d to curſe the moment of their birth? 

$hall all the mother's fondneſs be employ d 

To rear them up to bondage, give them ſtrength 

To bear afflictions, and ſupport their chains? 

Spb. To you the valiant youth muft humbly bend, 

Keeling. 

et alto epi bien, © 

And graceful port deſign d to bleſs the world, 

And take your great example in the field, 

May not be forc'd by lewdneſs in high place 

To other toils, to labour for diteaſe, 

To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 

At an inglorious diſtance from the foe. 

Ram. To you Amelia litts her hands for fafety. 

[ Kneeling. 

Mem. To you to you | [ Burſtirg into tears. 

Nit. By Heav'n he cannot ſpeak. I underſtand thee, 

Riſe—riſe—my fon. Rite all; your work is done; 

They periſh all, theſe creatures of my fword, 

Have I not feen whole armies vaulted o'er 

With flying javclins, which ſhur cut the day, 

And fell in rattling ſtorms at my command, 

To ſlay, and bury proud Buſiris foe ? 

He lives and reigns, for 1 have been his friend: 

But PHY unmake him, and plough up the ground 

Where his proud palace ſtands. (Ext. 
Mem. O my Mandane! | 
The gods by dgcadful means beſtow Tucceſs, 
And in their vengeance molt ſeverely ble; : 
From thy bright ſtreaming eyes our triumphs flow, 
The tyrant falls, Mandane ſtrikes the blow. 
So the fair moon, when feas ſwell high, and pour 
A waſteful deluge on the trembling thore, 
Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, 
Where filent, penlive, pale, ſhe fits alone, 
And all the diſtant ruin is her own. 
Vo f. II. F 


B US IR 3 & 


ACT V. SCENE L 
The Field. 


Enter BUS IRIS nd AULETES, Av alurum d 
SE. Xx | 
Bus 1 18. 


922 the voice of war! thengh loud 
the found, 

1 
lt whiſpers what I mean. But fay, Auletes, 
1 

For chufing ruin ? Wes 

Aul. Various their complaints ; 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Preſſes whole millions with inceſſant tail. 
(Toils fitter far for beaſts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to-gaze at, 


Bu. Do they not build for me: let that reward them. | 


Yes, I will build more wonders to be gaz'd at, 
Whoſe pains and art reform'd the puaaled year, 
Thus drawing down the fun to human uſe, 

And making him their ſervant? who puſſi d of 
A ſtranger ſtream in unaccuſtom'd ſhores ? 

Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 


r 


| 
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Enter Mzmxon. 


. k Ad. The redel braves us. | | 
| — — monary 
Whom meet I in the midſt of my own realm, 
um & | With bold defiance on his brow ? 
Mem. The flave, 
| Whom dread Buſiris lately laid in chains, 
x loud | An emblem of his country. 
! Byſ. Is it thus 
Mem. 'Thus you thank'd 
The good Artazes, thus you thank'd my father. 
Bal. What 1 have done, conchude moſt right and juſt, 
For I have done it, and the gods alone 
d Shall aſk me why : thou liv'ſt, altho” they fell ; 
ih And if they fell unjuſtly, greater thanks 
es), Are due from thee, whom ev'n injuſtice ſpar d. 
| Mem. Thy kindnefſes are wrongs, they mean to 
le. | My injar d foul, and fteal it from revenge. [ſoothe 
them. | 3 Turn back thine eye, behold thy troops are 
Thy men are zavely ſprintice o'er the feld, thin, 
1 And yet thou carrieft milhons on thy tongue. 
r. | Mem. All thy blood-thirſty fword bas laid in duſt 
x || Are on my fide, they come in bloody fwarms, 
| And throng my banners; thy unequal'd crimes 
2 . —— 
Buſ. Ha! 
Mem. a I can ſtamp as loud, 
And raiſe as many demons at the found. 
 Buj. I wear a diadem. 
| Mem. And 1 a ſword. 
Inc N. Yet, yet ſubmit ; I give thee life. 
| Mem. Secure your own : 
| F 2 2 
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Ba ſ. Buſiris and the fun ſhould ſet together; 
Tf this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 

- Know thou, | fall like ſome vaſt pyramid, 

1 bury thouſands in my great deſtruction, 

And thos the frit—Slave ! in the front of battle, | 
There thou ſhalt find me. . 

Mem. Thou ſhalt find me there; 

Anil tore „ [Exenet. 
A continued alarum. 


Euter Mrxox and Nic Ax OR meeting. 


— eye fbike borror through thy | 
And. ſhake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 4 
Baſe boy! the foulueſs of thy guilt ſeettres thee {| 
From my reproach, dare not name thy crime. 

Mr. — Go” > A. 

cauſe, 
I they. ſhould be afraid of fourſore years, 
And tremble at grey hairs ; bus nas chy Ganay: 
Has lent tliuſe venerable locks to caſt 
A gloſs of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 
Accurſt cebellign ! this gives uack my heart, 
With all its rage, and Im a man again. x 
| F oo no wg 
. 
men n 3m fois. 

Jr. I grieve thou haſt but halt a life to loſe, | 
And doſt defrand my vengeance—at my touch 
'l hou moulder'it into duſt, and art forgotten. 

[ Preparing to fight, Myron flops fert. 
Ah, no! IT cannot fight with thee ; begone, 
And make elſcwhere; thou canſt not want a death 
In fuch a field, thuugh I refuie it to thee. 85 
Rameſes, Memnon, give them to my ſword, 
Suſtain d by thouſands; but to ly from thee, 


5 
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From thee, moſt injur d man, ſhall be my ptaife, 


— Nac anon off the flage. A loud alurum. 


Enter Bus ik 1s and AULETES in pur ſuit. 


Buf. "Tis well, I like this madneſs of the field: 
Let heighten d horrors, and a waſte of death 
Inform the world, Bufiris is in arms. 
But then I grudge the glory of my ſword 
To flaves and rebels; while they die by me, 
They cheat my vengeance, and ſurvive in fame. 
Anl. I panted after in the paths of death, 
And cou'd not but from far behold your plume 
O'crſhadow flaughter'd heaps ; while your bright helm 
Struck a diſtinguiſh'd terror through the field, 
The diſtant legions trembling as it blaz'd. 
Buſ. Think not a crown alone lights up my name, 


My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Ifis ! 


The foremoſt ſpirit of his hoſt ſhou'd 

But by example, and bencath the ſhade 

Of this high-brandiſh'd arm. Didſt thou e er fear? 
Sure tis an art, I know not how to fear. 


Tis one of the few things beyond my power; 


And if death muſt be fear'd before tis felt, 

Thy maſter is immortal, O Auletes———— 

But while I ſpeak, they live! 

Where fall the founding cataracts of Nile, 

* The mountains tremble, and the waters boil ; 
Like them Til ruſh, like them my fury pour, 
2 — 2s CE ann, 

{ Exevnt. 
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© Enter Mynon engaged with @ party ; his. plume is ſmiy. 
| ten off. He drives the foe, and returus.. | 
Myr. When death's ſo near, but dares not venture 
on us, 
"Tis Heaven's regard, a kind of Mutation, | 
Which to. ourſelves our own importance ſhews = þ 
Faint as I am, and almoſt fick of blood, | 
There is one cordial would revive me ftill; 
The fight of Memmon, place that fiend before me 


[Exit. | 

Euter MeEMN.oN. | 

Mem. Where, where's the prince? O give him to | 
| my ſword ! | 


His tall white plume, which like a high- wrought foam 
Ploated on the tempeſtuous ſtream of fight, | 
| Shew'd where he ſwept the field; 1 follow'd ſwift, 

But my approach has turn'd him into air. 
Exter MrzoN. 


The Sight but now begins! 
Myr. Why, who art thou ? 
* Mem. Prince, I am | 
Mir. Memnon. [ Di/dainfully. 


Myr. Ha! | 
Mem. She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all; her wrongs 
and virtues ! | 
| [ Striking his own bead and breaſh 
Virtues and wrongs ! thou worſe than murderer ! 
Ir. ? charge thee name her not, fordear the croak 
With that ill-omen'd note. 
Mem. Mandane ' 
Myr. Be it fo. 
When reflect on her mean love for thee, 
And plot againſt my life, my pain is kfs. 


we 
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Mem. "Tis falſe; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it not; 
Rameſes, | 
Ve, only he, was conſcious of the thought. 
Mir. Then Fm a wretch indeed! 
Then haſte and cleanſe me in the blood of men. 
Myr. I thank thee for this ſpirit which exalts thee 


Into a foe F need not bluth to meet. 


Now, from my foul, it joys me thou art found, 

And found alive; by Heav'n ſo much I hate thee,. 

] fear'd that thou waſt dead, and hadſt efcap'd me: 

Tul drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 

Or ſoon make thee immortal by my own. 

Villain | 5 
Myr. Rebel | 
Mem. Myron! [They fight. 
Mem. Mandane |! [Myron falls: 
Myr. Juſt the blow, and juſter ſtill, | 

Becauſe imbitter'd to me by that hand 

I moſt deteſt ; which gives my ſoul an carneſt * 

Of moit unfathomable woes to come, 

That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love. 

I leave the world my mitery's example; | 

If us'd aright, no trivial legacy. [Dies. 

Enter SYPHOCES. 


Spb. My Lord, I bring you moſt unwelcome news. 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the iicld, 

In hope to ſee her injuries reveng'd, 
Thoughtleſs of any ſuff rings but the paſt, 

A party of the foe ſaw, ſeia d, and bore her off. 
Men, Vengeance and conqueſt now are trivial 
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| Love made theit peine! tis impious in my but 
To entertain a thought but of her reſcue. 
Now, now I plunge into the thickeſt war, 

As ſome bold diver from a precipice 


* r ö! 


Into mid ocean to regain a gem, 
— kings, to bring it dack, 
Or fee the day no more. [Exeunt. 
Euter Max DAU E priſoner. | 
Mund. A gen vous e will hear his captive ſpeak; 
A benefit thus kneeling I implore : 


Let one of all thoſe fwords that glitter round me, 
_ Vouchfafe to hide its point within my breaſt. 
; Enter Mzmnon. 


Mem. Ah, villains! curſed atheiſts ! can you bear 

That poſture from that form ? what, what are num- 
bers, 

When I behold thoſe eyes! not mine the glory, 

That fingly thus I quell a hoſt of foes. 

human robbers! O bring back my ſoul. | 

[They force ber off ; be ruſhes in upon them, and is talen. 

Poor comfort to mankind that they can loſe 

Their lives but once—but Ol a thouſand times 

Be torn from what they love. 


Euter RamESEs. 


Nam. Far have I waded in the bloody field, 
Laborious through the ſtubborn ranks of war, 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death: 

But thus to find thee !—better find thee dead! 

Mem. Of that no more; | 
Myron is dead, and by this arm. 

Ram. I thank thee. M 
All my few ſpirits left exult with joy. 
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Wit chace and nge him te the Tower world. 
Mem. Alas, thou bleed'ſt. 
Ram. Curſe on the tyrant's ſword, 
I bleed to death. — net leave the werk®: 
Without a laſt embrace. Juſt now I met 
The poor Mandane. 
Fam. Nothing of comfort. Ceaſe to aſk me farther. 
If you meet more, your meeting will be fad. — 
Your arm, I faint—Ah what is human life! 
How like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade ! 
Day after day flides from us uaperceiv'd.: 
The cunning fugitive is ſwiſt by ſtealth; 
Too ſubtile is the movement to be ſeen : 
Yer how the haur i ap—and we got gene. 
ITS I pity thee. « [Dien. 
| Mem. Farewell, brave friend! | 
Wenks 3 could bear char exmpany taſty 7 
But life in all its terrors ſtands before me, 


And ſhuts the gate of peace againſt my wiſhes.— 


Do I not hear a peal of diſtant thunder, 

And fee a ſudden darkneſs muts the day, 

And quite blots out the ſun — But what to me 

The colour of the tk&y ? a death-cold dew 
Hangs on my brow, and all my flacken'd joints 

Are ſhook without a cauſe.— A groan! from whence? 


Again! and no one near me; vain delufion! 


J fear not vain! I fear ſome ill is t'wards me, 7 
More dreadſul fure than all that's paſt. Mandan 
] hop'd ſhe was at peace, and paſt the reach 

Of this ill news; but ſuch my wayward fate, 

I cannot atk a curſe but tis deny'd me: 

And could I with I ne'er could ſee her more? 


| Enter Max DAN, guarded. 


” 2s II I, 
Is a Wall favour you ane foe. "| 
Guard. Let it be ſhort; we may not wait your | 

leiſure. | 
Mom. "Tis wondrous frange there's bu 
holds me trom her, 
And keeps this foot faſt-rooted to the ground. | 
This is the laſt time 1 hall ever pray: ¶ Kneeltq. 
Tome, ye gods! confine your threaten'd vengeance, | 
And | will bleſs your mercies while I ſuſſer. 
0; the flage. 
Mand. What didft thou pray for ? 
Mem. For thy peace. 
Mand. "Twas kind: 
But, oh! thoſe hands in bonds deny the bleſſing, 
For which they carneſtly were rais'd to heav'n— 
Men. I feas fo tov: what we have yet to do 
r 


ne my 

Mem. Sad countcliors, 
aan eters no codes? 

Mans. I look azound—and find no glunpſe of hope, 
A perſect night of horror and dcfpair ! 

Mem. Of horror and deſpair, indeed, Mandane ! 
Canſt thou believe me ? nay, can | believe 
Myſelf ? the laſt thing that I with'd for was is (alle, 
The weight of my misfortune hurts my mind. 

Mad. Was what ? | 

Mem. I dae not think; to think is to look down 
A precipice ten thouſand fathoms deep, 
That turns my brain—Ok | Oh! 

Mand. Memnon, no more: 
That ſilence and thoſ tears need no explainiag; 
And it is kind, with ſuch ſevere iciuctance, 


; 


wo 
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To think upon my death—though neceſſary. 

Ten Al dels! you plane = thouſand daggers here. 
Talk not of dying—l difown the thought; 
Right is not right, and reaſon is not reaſon, . 


All is diſtraction when I look on thee. 

o all ye pitying gods! daſh out from nature 

Your ftars, your fun, but let Mandane live. | 
reſolve. 

Mem. Myron is dead. | 

Mand. What joy a heart bke mine 

Can feel, it feels—had he been never born, 

] might have liv'd—'tis now—impothble. on 


© glorious maid! then thou wilt be at peace. 
| [Memnon walks thoughtfully, then returns. 
Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy tenderneſs 
For a ſtern maſter, and perpetual chains ? 
Long | may groan on earth to ſate their malice, 
No ſteel to ſtab, no wall to daſh my brain! 
Maud. Ha! 
Mem. Why thus fix'd in thought ? what mighty 
birth 
ls lab'ring in your ſoul ? your eyes ſpeak wonders — 
Maud. Will not the blood-bounds be content with 
life ? 
Mem. Alas, Mandane! no; they ſtudy nature 
To find out all her ſecret feats of pain, 
And carry killing to a dreadful art : 
A ſimple death in Egypt is for friends. 
Maad. O then it muſt be fo!—and yet it cannot.— 
Mem. What means this ſudden paleneſs ? 
Maud. Heav'n aſſiſt me | | 
Feeling in ber boſom fie fwoors 
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Mem. My love! Mandanec ! hear me, my eſpom u 
My deareſt heart! the infant of my boſom! 
Whom 1 would folter with my vital blood. 40 
Maud. "Tis well, and in return 1 give thee—this 
[Shews @ dagger. 
Mem. Millions of thanks, thou refuge in deſpair. 
Mand. Terrible kindneſs ! horrid mercy! Oh! 
I cannot give it thee. Os 
Mem. Full well I know 
Thy tender foul, and I muſt force it from thee. | 
[As be is firaggling with ber for the dagger, ſbe ſpeaks. | 
Maud. My Lord! my foul! my felf! you tear my | 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light ? fheart. | 
Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins, | 
Mingle with life, and form my very foul ! 
| Mem. Now, monſters, I defy you: Fate forbids 
A long farewell; my guard may interpoſe, | 
( 
[ Embrace. 
And now——— [Going ta tab himſelf. 
Rm 
| [ Holds bis arm. 
' Wy wenadiing 
If you refuſe cumpaſſion to my ſex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend. — 
As I a poniard, you ſupply an arm, | 
And I ſhall ſtill be happy in your love. 
[After a panſe of aftoniſoment, be ſinks gently os the earth. 
Mem. From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung'd, 
And find in deepeſt anguiſh deeper ſtill. 
I can't complain in common with mankind— 
But am a wretched ſpecies all alone. 
Muſt I not only lote thee, but be curs'd 
'Fo ſprinkle my own hands with thy life blood ? 
Mand. It cannot be avoidcd. 
Mem. Nor perform d. — 
2 


* 


KING OF EGYPT. — 


Liſt up my hand againſt thee as a foe! 

I who ſhould fave thee from thy very father, 

And teach thy deareſt friends to ute thee well, 
Make kindneſs kind, and foften all their ſmiles? 

0 my Mandane ' think how I have lov'd! 

Omy Mandane | think upon thy pow'r! 

How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with joy, 

And trembling at a ſmile ? and thall P 


[At that Memnon ſtarts up fuddenly. 
Mem. Ah hold! I charge thec hold! one glance. 
that way 


Awakes my hell, and blows up all its flames !— 


The world turns round, my heart is fick to death! 
O my diſtraction ! perfect loſs of thought | 
Mad. Why ſtand you like a ſtatue ? — 

What do you fold fo faſt within your arms ? | 

Why with fiz'd eye-balls do you picrce the ground: 

Why ſhift your place, as if you trod on fire? 


— Why gaaw your lip, and groan fo dreadfuliy? 


My Lord, if I have fpent whole live-long nights 
In tears, and ſigh d away the day in private, 
Only oppreſs'd with an exceſs of love, 


©turn, and ſpeak to me 


Men. And theſe, no doubt, 

Are arguments that I ſhould draw thy blood 

No child was ever lull'd upon the breaſt 

With half that tenderne ſo has melted from thec, 

And fell like bam upon my wounded foul. 

And ſhall I murder thee ? yes, thus—thus—thus—- 

{ Embracing ſome tame. 

Maud. Alas! my Lord forgets we arc to die. 
* [Memnon gazes with wonder on the dagger. 
Mem. By Heav'n I had; my foul had took her flight 


| In bli—wvby, is not this our bridal day? 


8 
Ver. IL | 


Mem. Indeed it does. | 
Both. O O 1 
Mand. Thy fighs and groans are ſharper than thy | 


The guard is on us. 
Mem. Then it muſt be done. 
Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning, 
Tho” blood ſtart out for tears, tis done :—but one, 
One laſt embeace. 
{As be embraces her, ſbe bur/is into tears. 
Let me not ſet a tear.—T cou'd as ſoon 
Stab at the face of Heav'n, as kill thee weeping. . 
Mand. "Tis paſt—I am compos'd. 
Mem. And now, and now. 
Man1. Be not io fearful; tis the ſecond blow 
Mem. O thou haſtſtungmy foul quite thro and thro', 
2228 Gn I had juſt ſteel d my breaſt, 


¶ Haſoing down the dagger. 


—— net hee 
To raze thy (kin to fave the world from ruin. 


Maud. If you're a woman, i'll be ſomething more — 


[Stabs ber ſelf. 


I ſhall not taſte of Heav'n till you arrive. [ Dies 


M em. Struck home—and in her hcart—She's dead 


Wy lovely bride ' now we again are happy, 

[Stobs himſelf 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r.— 

Now every {plendid object of ambition, 

Which lately with their various gloſſes play'd 

Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle heart, 

Are taken from me by a little miſt, | 

And all the world is vaniſh'd. , { Dies. 

Al nierch ſounded. Enter Nxc ARO and SY PHOCE&s vic 

torious. The guurds which are advancing tothe bodies, fv. 
Nic. The day's our own, the Perſian's angrypow'rs 


(ſeek, | 


TOr> BY. OOETS. 


And now with me all nature is expir'd. already, 


Z Sr rf, 
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1 


- 
erſelf. | 
[ Dies. 
cady, 
imſelf. | 


8 dic 


2, . 


KING Or EGYPT. 


' Have well repaid this morning's infolence, 


Ang turn d the deſperate fortune of the field 
By fuze, though late relief. | 

Syph. Nicanor, friend, od 
I from the city bring your:xelcome news: 


| My guilty letter from the amorous Queen 
I ſpread amongſt the multitude : while yet 


Their blood was warm with reading the black ſeroll, 
Myris, to view the fortune of the fight, 
Leaving her palace for the weſtern tow'r, 
Was feiz'd, torn, ſcatter d on the guilty ſpot 
Where her great brother fell. 
Nic. The gods are juſt. 
In his misfortune great; an awful ruin 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! 

Nic. Sad fight ! [ Advancing, ſees the bodies. 
A ſight that teaches triumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies thoſe ſtreaming tears, 
Even on the moment that my country's ſfav'd 
From fore ppretion, and inglorious chains 

[He falls an bis attendants. 
MH great ſhout. Enter Bus ais wounded. 

Bvſ. Conquer d ! tis falſe ; I am your maſter ſtill; 
Your maſter, though in bonds; you ſtand aghaſt 
At your good fate, and trembling can't enjoy. 
Now, from my foul, I hug theſe welcome chains, 
Crowns and ſucceſs ſuperfluous to my fame.—— 
You think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my thought; 
No, ye miſtaken men, I fmile at death; 

For, living here, is living all alone, 

To me a real ſolitude, amid 

A throng of little beings grovelling round me; 
EIS np — 


G 3 
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An interview with equals foon elſewbere. * 


[He fees Men, 
Ha! dead? tis well; he roſe not to my fword, 


1 only with'd his fate, and there be lyes. 


Some when they die, die all; their moulding ey | | 


Is but an emblem of their memories: 

The fpace quite-cloſes up thro” which they paſs'd. 
That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 

Shall pluck the ſhining age from vulgar time, 
And give it whole to late poſterity. 

My name is wrote in mighty characters, 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 

Whoſe fplendor heightens our Egyptian day, | 
Whoſe ſtrength ſhall laugh at time, till their great 


Old earth itſelf, ſhall fail. In after ages, ſbaſls, | 


Who war or build, thall build or war from me, 
Grow great in each, as my example tires : 
"Tis I of art the future wonders raiſe ; 

I sight the future battles of the worid. —— 


Great Jove, I come! Egypt, thou art forſaken: Sala. 


Aſia's impoveriſh'd by my faking glories, 
And the world leffens, when Bufiris falls. [Dies. 


Syph. Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid; 
And for what uſe foc'er it was deſigu d, 
By that high-minded but miſtaken man, 
There let him ly magridicent in death; 


Great was his life, great be his monument: 

And on Buliris' nephew, young Arſaces, 

Of gentler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. | 
From this day's vengeance let the nations know, 
Jove lays the pride of haughtieſt monazchs low; 
And they who, kindled with ambitious fire, 
In arts and arms with moſt ſucceſs aſpire, 

If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Graſp at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. 


* 
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E PI IL OG uE. 
Bra FIA. 


Spoken by Mrs OLDFIELD. 


Aud, drown'd in grief, teal fupperieſs v bel. = 
This do@rine is fo grave, the ſparks wont bear it; 
They love to go in bumony to their clas ct. | 


| The cit, who owns 4 little fun worth buying, 


balf-a-crown too much to pay for crying. 
— without theſe beairg arts 
Dug love might farm your beads, and break your Nearly; 

| aut bor, by imagin d woes, 
e whe bales and bens? 
Hence I, who lately bid adien to pleaſure, 
Rob's of my ſpouſe, and my dear virgin-treaſure; 
I. whom you ſaw deſpairing breathe my laſt, 
Am free, and coſy, as if nought had paſt; 
WEIR INES. 
—— this malicious mivth begin: 


plays, 
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Counts @ bold firoke in love among the vices ; 
In blacd and wounds, a guilty land, be dips ye, 
And waſtes an empire fer ane raviſs'd gipſcy. 

What muſty mor als fill an Oxford head, | 
To notions of pedantic virtue bred ! 

There each ſtiff D-u at gallantry exclaims, 
Aud calls fine men and ladies filthy names; 
They tell you, rakes and jilts corrupt a nation: 
—Sach is the prejudice of education ! 

You, who now better things, wil ſure approve 
Theſe ſcenes, that ſhow the boundleſs power of love. 
Let, when they will, tf Palian things appear, 
This play, we truſt, ſhall throng an audience here. 
Bold Myron paſſion, up to frenzy wrought, 
Would ilt be warbled through an eunuc#s throat > 
His part, at leaſt, bis part requires a man; 

Let Nicolaui aft it if he can. 


THE: 


R EVE N G E. 


A 

TR AG E D Y. 
Acted at the 

Tararzz-Rorar in Dauxr-Lanz. 


N. DCC. 411. 


By his MajzsTY's Servants. \ 


| — > 


PAR OI OG uU. 
By a FarzxD. 


OFT has the buſtin'd muſe, with affion mean, 
Debas'd the glory of the tragic ſcene : 
While puny v:llaing, 4% e, in purple pride, 
With crimes obſcene the heav'n-born rage belyd. 
Te ber beloags to mowrn the boy's I 
To trace the errors of the wiſe and 
To mark th exceſs of paſſi us tus re i 
Hnd paint the tu mults of a gadlibe mind; 
Where, mix d with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 
Ant oarke/t deeds with beauteons colours ſhine. 
So lights and ſhades in a well ming led * 
By curious touch of artful wrong 
With ſoft dec eit amuſe the drubtful eye, 
Pleay'd with the conflict of the various dye. 
Thus thro” the foilowing ſcenes, with fweet ſurpriſe, © 
Virtue and guilt in dread confuſion ri 
And love and hate at once, and grie and joy, 
Pity and rage, their mingled force employ. 
| Here the ſoft virgin ſers, with jecret ſhame, 
Her charms excel d by friendſpip”s purer flame ; 
Forc'd with reluctant virtue to ap youve | 
Te gen'rous bers who rejetts ber love 
Behold him there with gloomy paſſion « flair d. 
4 wife juſpetite', . riend ; | 
Vet ſuch the tos where iunccence is caught, 
That raſh ſuſpicion * without a fault. 
We dread a while lejt beauty ſpeuld . 
Aud almnſt wiſh ern virtue s ſelf may 
Mark well the black revenge, Fas —— 
The traitor fend tram ih lovely ſpot 


beauty, truth, and innocence oppre/ d, 


W Digi | 

et 

His Mee ci, — — 5 
6 


General, | 
Don Carr os, his Friend, 
Don ALvAR*2, a Courtier, 
Don M:xvsr, Attendant 

of Don Carlos, 
ZAxG4a, a Captive Moor, 


LzoxoRa, Alvarez's Daughter, 
BABELLA, the Moor's 2 


SCENE, SPAIN. 


Mr Booth. 


Mr Wilks. 


Mr Thurmond 
Mr Williams. | 


Mr Mills. 


Mrs Porter. 


. 
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THE 
R E VE N G. 


ACT I 'SCENE IL. 
Enter ZANG A. 


| ZANGA. ' 
Y HETHER fit nature, or long want of peace 3 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell; "" 
But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me: .Y 
F like this rocking of the battlements. 
Rage on, ye winds; burſt clouds, and waters roar! | 
You bear a juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 
tom, Euter l84BkLLA. 
Who's there? my love! 
Jab. Why have you left my bed? 
Your abſence more affrights me than the ſtorm. 
Zan. The dead alone in tuch a night can reſt, 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. I chuſe to be alone. 
wn. Romy gan Gn, cnc} ores wi ac} ROOT 


WR ater nos es 
b this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, 

And I will know it; by our loves 1 will. 

To you I facrific'd my virgin fame ; 
3 
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In Hell's abyſs, 
if 
Tos abyſs if ever ere thee. 
And — * 
then thou ſhalt hear farther. 
2 80 
own I thought Alonzo 
moſt your 
Ang ha be ol — 
thep. Tis twice three years fince 
FITS... 
; for he conquer” 
Rt | 
hr and threw chains ' ” 
1 then was —— 
2 — 5 he place d me near his perſon, 
— not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 
1 
* the curſe of each ſucceeding 
. 
— 3 tell it, do I li 
N n | 
— were poor revenge. E'er fince hi 2 
ſlrove to bury it beneath a heap "I 
n 

—— Dok and like a ſecond blow ! 
2 innocent, where men are worthleſs 

_ alone can wiſely drop revenge. F 
EINE RI » Zanga, 

2 — daner me. 
——_— ——— RA N 
—— adder venom ? fo have I 2 
oo open. Proud Spaniard, the 
8 — 
1 tay dave enee's the ring 
| never fail d to tell me of == 

I * 8 


a v4 
* 


HE REVENCE us 


. Thom that day have Dleſs'd the coming night, 
Which promis'd to conceal it; but in vain ; 


The blow return d for ever in my dream. 


Yet on I toiFd; and groan d for an occafion 
Of ample vengeance ; none is yet arri d. 
Howe er, at preſent I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him fore, in his ambition ; 
Life of his life, and dearer than bis foul. 
By nightly march he purpos d to ſurprine 


OE n+ 2 —— 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favour. 


Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment, 


Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 


Hab. 3 
Zan. To whom ? 


| And give at lengeld my ſacaich's foul revenge ! 


What is revenge, but courage to call in 

Our honour's debts, and wiſdom to convert 

Others ſelf- love into our own protection 

But fee the morning-ray breaks in upon us; 

Tu feek Don Carlos, and inquire my fate. {Exennt. 
Euter Max uEL and Don Cant os. | 
expreſs ? 

Car. Aloazo's glory, and the Moors defeat. 
The field is ſtrow ' d with twice ten thouſand flain, 
Tho' be ſuſpects his meaſures were betray'd. 
He'll foon arrive. O! how long t' embrace 


The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of friends 


I fair Leonora long before 

The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 

From whom ſo late Alonzo ſet me free: 
Vor. U. H 
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And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed - + 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, | y | 
2 hw. —_—_ 
To ſtir her heart, and fan its fires for me. . 
Ma. And what ſucceſs? | | * 
Indeed, her father, who tho' high at court, 1 
And pow'rful with the king, has wealth at heart, 
To heal his devaſtatioms from the Moors, 1 
My fleet now failing in the fight of Spain, * 
. ot; whenacad manta 
Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. 

Man. Her aged father, fort dens her cis ways. 

Cr. She looks like radiant Truth, 

Brought forward by the hand of hoary Time—= | 
You to the port with ſpeed; tis poſſible | 
Some veſſel is arriv'd : Heav'n grant it bring i 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy. | 


Enter AI vAR RZ and LEONORA, 


Alu. Don Carlos, I am labouring in Your favour, 
With all parent's fot authority, 
And carneſt counſel. 
Car. Angels ſecond you; 7 

For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 

Alv. Daughter, the happineſs ot life depends 

On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice: 

And, cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe: 
Some flaw in thcir own conduct lyes beneath; 
And 'tis the trick of fools, to fave their credit, 
Don Carlos is of ancient, noble blood; ; 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 
6 * 


ꝗ6ͤ— 


- 


And keep reſerves of torment in your hand, 
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A kickin fave; and reniag earth ro gold. oo 


| His keeks are freighted with that facred pow'r, 


Sir, you have my good wiſhes, and I hope [To Car. 


| My daughter is n6t indiſpor's ts hear you. 


' [Exit Alvarez. 
Car. O Leodgora! why art thou in tears ? 
Becauſe I un leſs wretched than I was? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your bahn, and your eye ſerene. 
Will you for ever help me to new pains, 


To tet them looſe on every dawn of joy ? 
Ln. Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominzom o'er my tears? 


+ A daughter ſure may be right dutiful. 


1235 — 
Car. Al my ton heart! 
Leon. Regard not me, my Lord, 
I ſhall obey my father. 
Car. Difobey him, | | 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus | 
With abſent cyes, and alienated mien, 
Suff ring addreſs, the victim bf my love. 
O let me be undone the common way, 
And have the common comfort to be pity d, 
And not be ruin'd in the maik of bliſs, 
And fo be envy'd, and be wretched too ! 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beavey, 
Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of, 
Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be boughe with life, 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which ſeen are felt; 
All theſe poſſeſo d, are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the fubſtance of an inward paffion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. | 
Len. Alas! my Lord, we are too delicate ; 
Ha 
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er als, 
We call on wit to argue it away: ? 0 
22 ³˙ ü x ce; * 
But fome have too much wiſdom to be happy. .: 
Car. Had I knows this before, it had been well: 
I bad not then folicited your father 
'To add to my diſtreſs ; as you behave, 
Your father's kindneſs ſtabs me ta the heart. 
Give me your hand—aay, give it, Leonora, 
You give it not,—nay, „ 
I raviſh it.. —— | h 
L. 1 pray, my Lord, no-more. | 
Car. Ab, why fo fad? you know cach gh dat 
ſhake me; | 7 Fx 
OW ny CETEEY | 
Toe heard bad men would be unbleſt in heav'n: | 
What is my guilt, that makes me with you? 
Have I not languiſh d, proſtrate at thy feet ? 
Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy fight ? 
Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been? 
And, mail with the iden, clafp's the wind, : 
And doated upon nothing? F 
Leon. Court me not, 
Good Carlos, by recounting of my faults, 
And telling how uograteful I have been. 
Alas, my Lord, if talking would prevail, 
J could ſuggeſt much better arguments, 
Thau thoſe regards you threw away on me; 
Your valour, honour, wildom, prais d by all. 
But bid phyſicians talk our veins to temper, 
And with an argument new-fet a pulic; 
Then think, my Lord, of reaſoning into love. 
Car. Muſt 1 deſpair then? dv not ſhake me thus; 
My tcmpeſt-beaten heart is cold to death. 
Ah! turn, and let me warm me in dy beauties. . 
U 


THE REPTENCGE * 


* 1 of matchicf-love! to fling me at thy feet, 
j Mien Nlendidls, amd 3 Gre Sem fame > | 
86 Nor beard the fommons-of the nezr'day's battle : 
et dart headlvog to thy noms, f Ft 
well: The promis d tight, 1 left RAlunne too, we 
TIE CE DICE | 
, | [Trampets. 
22 ents. My Lonk, } malt wit 
draw. * 
Rd oth — 
\. | Your friend's arrival wilt bring comfort to you, 
| doty' | My preſence none; it pains you and myſelf; 
| For both our fakes, — Us GIN. 


* [2 Leonora. 
n: |} Car. Sure there's no peril but in love. Ohow 
3 My foes wou'd boaſt to fee me look fo pale! 
| Enter ALoNnzo. 
＋ cur. Alonzo! 
Alon. Carlos !—I am whole again! 


| | Cap'd in thy arms it makes my heart entire. 
Car. Whom dare 1 thus embrace? the eunqueror 
Of Afric ? | 
i Yeo, much eee; Ban Cute Shes. 
The conqueſt of the would would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of diſtance in thee. 
I ale in virtues to come nearer thee. 
I conquer with Don Carlos in my eve, 
Aud thus I claim my victory's s reward. 
a [Embracing him. ; 
— Car. A victory indeed! your godlike atm 
thus; | His made one ſpot the grave of Africa, 
; Such numbers fell! and the ſurvivors fled 
ES... | As frighzed paſſengers from off the ſtrand, | 
| paſt | Vhen the tempeſtuous ſea comes roaring on them. 
£ H 3 


J 
. on > 


_ Deputed me his advocate in love, 
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Ava."Twas Carlos conquer'd, — 


Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, 
And threw my former actions far behind. 

Car. I love fair Leonora. How | love her! 
Yet till I fand (Fknow not how it is) 
Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſcs, it tranſports. 
Like muſic, pure the joy without allay, 
Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity : 
But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, 


Heighten d indeed beyond all mortal pleaſures; 


But mingles pangs and madneſs in the bowl. 
Euter ZanGa. 


Zan. Manuel, my Lord, returning from the port, 
On buſineſs both of moment and of haſte, 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. | 

Car. In private !—Ha '—Alonzo, I'll return, 

No bufineſs can detain me long from thee. 
[Exit Carlos. 

Zan. My Lord Alonzo, I obey d your orders. 

. Will the fair Leonora pais this way: 

Zan. She wilt, my. Lord, and ſoon. 

Alan. Come near me, Zanga; 


Rr 


Never was ſuch a day of triumph known: 
There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That flowly follow'd my proud chariot-wheels, 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 

But is a god to me; I am moſt wretched. 

In his captivity, thou know'ſt Don Carlos, 

My friend (and never was a friend more dear) 
To talk to Leonora's heart, and make | 
A tender party in her thoughts for him. 
What did 1 do? 1 lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 


— 


— 
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(If ſuch offence admits of being leſſen d), 
Lthought him dead; for (by what fate 1 know not) 
His letters never reach'd me. 

Zan. Thanks to Zanga, 
979779 — — 


[ 
eat SES 
In a late action reſcu'd from the Moors, 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 
. Zan, We hear, my Lord, that in that action too, 
Your interpoſing arm preſerv d his life. | 
Alon. It did—with more than the expence of mine; 
For oh! this day is mention d for their nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhe comes I'll take my leave, and die. 
— 


pleaie me. 


Unhappy fate! my country overcome 


My ſix years hope of vengeance quite expir d 
Would Nature were——1 will not fail alone: 


5 — — 


2 
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Alon. When Nature ends, with atiguiſh like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave ot the fun, 

And bid his light adicu. 
Leon. The mighty conqueror 


Diſmay d! I thought you gave the foe —_— 


Alen. O cruel infult! are thoſe tears your ſport, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw ? 
Aſrie I quell d, in hope by that to purchaſe 
Your leave to figh unſcorn'd; but 1 complain not: 
"Twas but a word, and you are— Leonora. 

Lan. That paſſion, which you beaſt of, is your 

guilt, Ex © — 


E * ham. * 4 a 5 
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A treafon 40 your friend. You think mean of me, | 

To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 
— ͤ — — Bs: wha 

you blame; 

"Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 
Without the cenfure both of earth and heav'n. 
I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 
Pavrewell for ever. This ſevert behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it tweet to die. 

6 O Heavn! 
(Aue. 

Alonzo, ſtay, you muſt not thus cſeape me, 

Bat hear your guilt at large. £9 
Alon. © Leonora! 

What could 1 do? in duty to my friend, 

For Carlos did I plead, and molt fincerely ; 

Witneſs the thouſand agonies it colt me. 

You know I did. I fought but your eſteem; 

If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. 

I often fight, nay, wept; but could not help it; 
And ſure it is no crime to be in pain. 

But grant my crime was great, Fm greatly curs'd, 

What would you more ? am I not moſt undone ? 

This uſage is like ſtamping on the murder d, 

When life is fled; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 
Leon. If from your guilc none fuffer'd but yourſelf, 
Aar. Who ſuffers with me? . 

Les. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me go. 
Als.” Alas! what is there I can fear to know, 

Since I already know your hate; your actions 
Have long fince told me that. 

Leon. They flatter'd you. 
"Hex. How ? flitter'&-me ! 

LO ſearch is fate 2* further: 


4 
: 
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* 
Thate thee, O Alonzo! how I hate thee! _. 

A Indecd! and do you weep for hatred to 
© what a doubtful torment heaves my heart! 
I hope it moſt—and yet I dread it more. | 
Shou d it be ſo; . 
How wou'd my foul blaze up in ecſtaſy | 
Ah, no! how fink into the depth of horrors! 

Lan. Why would you force my ſtay ? 

Alon. What mean theſe tears? 

Lean. I weep by chance ; nor have ay tears a 

meaning 
But O! when firſt I faw Alonzo's tears, 
I knew their meaning well. 
{Alonzo fails paſſionately on bis "2s takes 
bier band. 
An. Heavens, what is this! that excellence for 
which 

Deſire was planted in the heart of man; 
virtue s ſupreme reward on this ſide heav'n ; 


The cordial of my foul! and this deſtroys me 
Indeed I flatter'd me that thou didſt hate. 


Of loving you. I ſtruggled with my paſſion, 
And ſtruggled long; let that be ſome excuſe. 

Alan. Unkind! you know I think your love a bleſſing 
Beyond all human bleſſings; tis the price ä 
of fighs and groans, 8 
Lan. Alas! 

An. What fays my love —ſpeak, Leonora. 

Leon. Was it for you, my Lord, to be ſo quick 
In finding out objections to our love ? 

Think you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 


| If was unfaſc to leave that part to me ? 


hs lat the har oben fn's for your cfhratele? 
Lees. Indeed, my father once had thought that way ; 
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But marking how the marriage pain d my heard, ' 
Laut he flood doubeful; bot at length refolv's, 
ow.  - +++ 
Should finiſh the debate. | 
An. O agony! 
Muſt I not ouly loſe her, but be made 
Mx ſelf the inflrument ? not only die, 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myſelf? 
This is reGuing on calamity. 
Leon. What do you tremble Jeſt you ſhould be 
mine? | 
For what elſe can you tremble ? not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 
Alon. What's in my pow'r ?—_—O yes, e 
friend? | 


* 


Len. To ſtab your friend were barbarous indeed! 
Spare him—and murder mc—1 own, Alonzo, 
Tou may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe; 

I ſtart at them myſelf; they fright my nature. 

_ Great is my fault: but blame not me alone; 
2 
To make me guiley. 
Hor. Torrent! {| After a pauſe Leonora ſpeaks. 
Leun. O my ſhame! 
I ue, and fac in vain; it is moſt juſt. 
When women ſue, they fue to be deny'd. 
You hate me, you deſpiſe me, you do well; 
Tor what I've done I hate and ſrorn mytelf. 
© night fall on me! I ſhall bluth to death. 

Aon. Firſt perifh all. 
Lev. Say, what have you refolv'd ? 
My father comes, what anfwer will you give him? 
Mon. What anfwer! let me look upon that face, 
And read it. there. Devote thee to another! 
Not to be borne! a fecond look undoes me. > 
Leon. And why undo you ? is it then, my Lord, 


rt, 4 
iy 
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$6 tetrible to yield to your own withes, 
Becauſe they happen to concur with mine? 
Cruel! to take fuch pains to win a heart, 
Which you was couſcious you muſt break with parting, 
2 
Lans and embraces her. 
Is br of — nnn 
[Starts wide from ber. 
Alas! I ſee him pale, I hear his groans ; 
He foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he bleeds, 
(1 know him by myſelf), be dies diſtracted. 
Lev. „ 
Alon. Ah! ſpeak no more. £ 
Leon. And ty'd to what we hate ! 
Alon. Oh 
Leon. Is it poſſible? 
Alon. Death. 
Leon. Can you? 
Alon. 0h 
Tes, take a limb; but let my virtue Hape: 
Alas! my foul, this moment | die for thee. 
| Breaks. away. 
Leon. And are you perjur d then for virtue's fake ? 
How often have you twourn : but yo for ever.— [1 nt. 
. Heart of my heart, and eſſence of my joy, 
Where art thou? O I'm thine, and thine for ever! 
The groans of frieudſ/hip ſhall be heard no more. 
Fer wharforver crimes | cam commit, | 
Ne felt the pains already. 
Lean. Hold, Alonzo, 
| Ad bear magd, whom doubly thow hat conquer 
I love thy virtue, as l love thy perſun, 
And i adore thee for the pains it gave me: 
But as I felt che pain, I'll reap the fruit; 
Ti ſhine out in my gurn, and ſhew the world 


Thy great enample was not loſt upon me. 
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Be it enough that Thave once been guilty: 

In fight of fuch a pattern to perſiſt, 

I faits a perſon honour'd with your love. 

My other titles to that blifs are weak. 

I muſt deſerve it by refuſing it. 

Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 

Shall I contribute to Alonzo's crimes ? 

No; tho the life-blood guſhes from my heart, 

You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 

Or that late time may put our names together. 

Nay, never ſhrink; take back the bright example 

You lately lent; O take it while you may, | 

While I can give it you, and be immortal. [Exit, | 

Alon. She's gone, and 1 ſhall fee that face no more; 
But pine in abſence, and till death adore. | 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 
And my eyes darken, from my fault ring tongue 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, 4 
And love with fate divide my dying groan. 


ACT Il SCENE I. 
Eater MANUEL aud ZAN GA. 


| Z2 45 64. 

PF his be true, 1 eannor blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos; 'tis but human in you. 
But when arriv'd your diſmal news? 

Man. This hour. 

Zav. What! not a veſſel fav'd ? 

Man. All, all the ſtorm | 
Bewven's; and ow o'er his hes exoy's man. 
Te Gd ones, and wat 
Triumphant in his ruin. 

Zan. Is Alvarez 

1 


Aud reaſons beſt a human heart can reaſon. 


-8 Urges Aloazo to eſpouſe his daughter 


At leaſt Alonzo's ſpirit ſtarties at it. 


asse 


Determin d to deny bis daughter to him ? | 
That treaſure was on ſhore; K 
The common wreck ? 

Mar. Alvarez plcads, indeed, 
That Leonora's heart is diſinclin' d, 
And pleads that only; fo it was this morning, 
When he concurr'd : the tempeſt broke the match ; 
And ſunk his favour when it ſunk the gold. 
The love of gold is double in his heart, 
The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 

Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it ? 

Man. Like a man 
Rate tem bane tc. 


Zan. But is he then in abſolute defpair ? 
Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more: 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarez 


This very day ; for he has learn'd their loves. 
Zan. Ha! 3 
By Don Alonzo ? 
Man. Yes, at firſt; but foon 
A damp came o'er him, it would kill his friend. 
Za». Not if his friend conſented ; and fince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her 
Man. Yet to aſk it 


Has ſomething ſhocking to a gen'rous mind, 


Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 

And giving up a miſtreſs to another. 

But | muſt leave you. Carlos wants ſupport 

In his ſevere affliction ! [Exit Manuel. 
It riſes to me like a new found world 

To mariners long time diſtreſs d at fea, | 

1 
Vor. * 1 
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Or like the fun juſt rifing out of Chaos, | 
Some dregs of ancient night not quite purg d offt | 
But I ſhall finiſh it Hoa! Ifabella! _ 
Enter ISABELLA. 
I thought of dying; better things come forward; 
Vengeance is {till alive; from her dark covert, 
With all her ſnakes erect upon her creſt, | 
She ſtalks in view, and fires me with her charms. 
When, Ifabel, arriv'd Don Carlos here ? 
Hab. Two nights ago. 
Zan. That was the very night 
CES 8 Gow thee ; 
It has the eſſence of a crocodile, 
Tho' yet but in the ſhell—I'l give it birth 
What time did he return ? 
328 
Zan. 880 
a te Gide hs Lonnne ? 
Lab. No, my good Lord. 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious ; 
Honeſt than ſubtile; above fraud himſelf, 
Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? Fſof him. 
Heu. You beſt can judge; but fo the world thinks 
— Why, that is well—go fetch my tablets 
hither. [Exit Iſabella. 
Two nights ago, my father's facred ſhade 
Thrice ſtalk's around my bed, and fmi'd upon me; 
He ſmil d, a joy then little underſtood —— 
It muſt be fo—and if ſo, it is vengeance 
Worth waking of the dead for. 


Re-enter Is AB K N A with the tablets. Zanga writes; 
then reads as to himſelf. 


off: 1 
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The father's fizx'd—Don Carlos cannot wed 
Alonso may—but that will hurt his friend 

Nor can he atk his leave—or if he did, 

He might not gain it.—It is hard to give 

Our own content to ills, tho — — 
Were it not then a maſter-picce, worth all 


The wiſdom I can boaſt, fir ſt to perſuade 


Alonzo to requeſt it of his friend, 


bs friend to grane—then from that very grant, 


(The ſtrongeſt proof of friendſhip man can give) 
And other motives, to work out a cauſe 

Of jealouſy, to rack Alonze's peace —— 

I have turn'd o'er the catalogue of woes, 

Which ſting the heart of man, and find none equal. 
It is the Hydra of calamities, 


| The ſeven-fold death: the jrakus zee the Game's. 


0 jealouſy, each other paſhon's calm 
To thee, thou conflagration of the foul! 
For all the tranſports beauty can inipire 
Job. Alonzo comes this way. 
Zan Moſt opportuncly. 
os ifab.; Ye ſubtile demons, which 


a ar at att done ant ute, 
That little engin'ry more miſchievous 

Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder, 
Teach me to look a lie; give me your maze 

Of gloomy thought and intricate deſign, 
Tocatch the man I hate, and then devour. 
Enter ALONZ0. 


My Lord, I give you joy. 
Alon. Sfubes, mad Zanga ? 


Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours: 
Alon. What will become of Carlos? 
12 | 
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Zan. He's your friend; : 
And fince he can't eſpouſe the fair himdſel, 
Will take ſome comfort from Alonzo's fortune. 
Ae. Alas! thou little know'ſt the force of love; 
Love reigns a ſultan with unrival'd ſway, 
Puts all relations, frĩendſhip's felf to death, 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos, 
Yet well 1 know what pangs I felt this morning, 
. W000 WEARS 3 hck. 
Mn. bike 
Inſult his broken heart this very moment! 
Zan. I underſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, 
When your triend s gone, and his firſt pain ailuag'd? 
An. Am to blame for that? | 
Your very errors, they are born from virtue. 
Your friendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claims 
The heart ?) does lead you blindfold to your ruin. 
Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break 
Don Carlos' match, and wherefore urge Alonzo's? 
Tas the ſame cauſe, the love of wealth: to-morrow 
May fee Alonzo in Don Carlos fortune. | 
A higher bidder is a better friend; 
And there are princes ſigh for Leonora. 
When your friend's gone, you'll wed; why then 
the cauſe 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ccafe. 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 
Why then, you heap new torments on your friend, 
By that reſpect which labour d to relieve him 
'Tis well; he is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe. [ Aſide. 
He. Think'® then, my Zangn, Roc Talk Tos 
Carlos, 
a.,, 


ag d: 
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Zan. I know it would. Rr 4 55 
Alon. Bur then the cruelty | 
To alk it, ad for me to ak © + of him! 

Zan. Methinks you are ſevere upon your friend. 
Who was it gave him liberty and life ? | 
Alon. That is the very reaſon which forbids it. 

Were I a ſtranger, I could freely ſpeak : 
In me it fo reſembles a demand, 
Exachng of a debt, it ſhucks my nature. 
Zan. My Lord, you ner WES abernative. 
Is Leonora worth one pang or not? 
It hurts not me, my Lord, but as l love you; 
Wacmly as you, I wiſh Don Carlos well; 
But I am likewiſe Don Alonao's friend : 
There all the difference lyes between us two. 
In me, my Lord, you hear another ſelf, 
And give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from thuſe errors, which, tho' caus'd by 

virtue, 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you pain. 
Don Lopez of Caſtile would not der thus. 
Ann. Periſh the name! what! facriiice the fair 
To age and illneſs, becauſe fet in gold ? 
Tu to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me. 
Lheve nee frew dies Gnce dis fro affiicdien ; 
But ſhuna'd it as too terrible to bear. 
How ſhall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. 
| [Et Alon. 
Zr. Half of my work is done. I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, ere Aluuzo ſpeaks with him. 

[He gives a meſſage ts a ſervant; then returns, 
Proud, hated Spain! oft drench'd ia Moorifh bloud, 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foc within/thee ? 
Shake not thy tow'rs wicre-e'er I paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great dc{troyes ? 
Shake to the centre, if Alonzo's dear. 

I 3 
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Look down, O holy propher ! fee me torture 
To ſmite thy votaries, and fpurn thy law; 
And yet hopes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 
Which look as they were lighted up for thee. 
Shall he enjoy thy paradiſe below ? 


Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with her charms. 


But ſee the melancholy lever comes. 
Enter Dan Cantos. 


Car. Hope, thou haſt told me lies, from day to day, 
For mare than twenty years; vile promiſer ! 
None here are happy, but the very fool, 

Or very wiſe; and | want fool enough, 

To ſmile in vanities, and hug a ſhadow ; 

Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate 

An artificial happineſs from pains : 

Ev'n joys are pains becauſe they . 
Yet much is talk'd of blifs, it is the art 

Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 

To give it a good name, that fools may envy ; 
For envy to ſmall minds is flattery. 

How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile 

_ Againſt their conſciences ? and this we know, 
Yet knowing diſbelicve, and try again 

What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with conviction. 
Each new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend grey threeſcore is but a voucher, 
That thirty told us true. 

Zan. My noble Lord, 

F mourn your fate : but are no hopes ſurviving ? 

Car. No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of ſtrel: 
Tie fixe, tis paſt, tis abiolute deſpair ! 


Zan. You wantcd not to have your heart made 


tender 
Dy your own pains to feel a friend's diſtreſs. 
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Car. I underſtand you well. Alonao loves ; 
] pity him. 

Zan. I dare be ſworn you do. 

Yet he has other thoughts. 

Car. What canſt thou mean ? 

Zan. Indeed he has, and fears to aſk a favour 
A ſtranger from a ſtranger might requeſt, 

What coſts you nothing, yet is all to him; 

Nay what indeed will to your glory add, 

For nothing more than withing your friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain : his happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to death, but fo reveres his friend, 
He can't perſuade his heart to wed the maid, 
Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk. 
In perfect tenderneſs, I urg'd him to it, 
Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, 
Your overtlowing goodneſs to your friend, 
Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourſelf to wed her; 
I wrung a promiſe from him be would try : 
And now ] come a mutual friend to both, 
Without his privacy, to let you know it, 
And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 
C:r. Ha, if he weds, I am undone indeed: 


Not Don Alvarez” ſelf can then relieve me. 


Zan. Alas, my Le rw TID b Fond 
"Tis fixt ! *tis paſt ! *tis a: folute deſpair # 

Car. O eruel Heaven! and is it not enough, 
That I mult never, never ſee her more ? 

Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; 

But mult I be tormented in the grave? 

Aſk my conſent ! muſt I then give her to him ? 
Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? 
Oh, Leonora! never, never, never! 


Zau. A ſtorm of plagues upon him! he refuſes, 
LA. 
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Zan. To-day, or never. * 
To- morrow may fome wealthier lover bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you ; 
IIS Con „ 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. | 
Cay. © torment! whither ſhall I turn? 
Zan. To peace. 
Car. Which is the way? 
Zan. His batp'efs is yours : 
I dare not dilbelieve you. 
Car. Kill my friend! 
Or worſe, alas! and can there be a worſe 
A worſe there is; nor can my nature bear it. 
Zan. You have convinc'd me, tis a dreadful taſk, 
I find, Alonzo's quitting her this morning 
For Carlos fake in tenderneſs ro-you, 
Betray'd me to believe it lefs ſevere 
Than I perceive it is. 
Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. | 
Zun. No, my good Lord; but ſince you can't com- 
ply, 
"Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it ; 
For had 1 not, Alvnzou would indeed " 
Have dy'd, as now; but not by your decrce. 
Car. By my decree! do I deeree his death? 
] do- hall I then lead her to his arms 
O, which fide ſhall I take ! be ſtabb'd ? or ſtab? 
"Tis equal death, a choice of agonies.—— 
Ah, no! all other agonies are cate 
To one—0 Leonora !—ncver, never ! 
Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful trial, 
Tho” but a day; ſomething perchance may happen 
To foften all to friendſhip, and to love. 
Ga, ſtop my friend; let me not fee him now, 
But fave us from an interview of death. 
Zan. My Lord, I'm bound in duty to obey you 


he ? 


| Alonzo. [Going to him and taking bis haud. 
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Car. What is this world thy ſchool, O Miſery ! 
Our only lefſon is to learn to ſuſſer, 

And he who knows not that. was born for nothing. 
Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
My comfort is, each moment takes away 

A grain at leaſt from the dead load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer proſpect of the grave. 
But put it moſt ſeverely ——ſhould i live—— 
Live long— Alas! there is no length in time; 
Not in thy time, O man! what's fourſeore years ? 
Nay, what indeed, the age of time itſelf, 

Since cut from out eternity's wide round? 

Away then. To a mind refolv'd and wiſe, 

There is an impotence in miſery, 

Which makes me finile, when all its ſhafts are in me: 
Yet, Leonvra—ſhe can make time 

Ks nature alter, as ſhe alter d mine. 

While in the luſtre of her charms I lay, 
Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away; 

I years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was furpris'd to hcar that I grew old : 
Now Fate does rigidly its dues regain, 

And every moment 1s an age of pain. 


As be is going out, enter Za x G and ALONZO. 
Zanga /tops Carlos. 


Zan. Is this Don Carlos? this the boaſted friend? 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. 
Whoſe forrows thus depreſs him? not his own; 
This moment he could wed, without your leave. 

Cay. I cannot yield, nor can | bear his griefs. 


A. © Carlos! 
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. Car. Pray, forbear. 75 
eee | 
Alonzo! who perhaps in fome degree Alon. | 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful tate; 5 
I was deputed guardian of thy love; | For 'tis* 
But, oh! | lov'd myſelf. Pour down afflitions Shall the 
On this devoted head; make me your mark ; And me 
And be the world by my example taught. 4} | Rich io 
How facred it ſhouid bold the name oi friend. No, Im 
Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly; well 1 know ou 
The only cauic of my ſeverc ailliction. | Thefiri 
Alvares, curs d Alvarez—fo much anguiſh | And 
Fell for fo ſmall a failure, is one merit Who k. 
Wich faultleſs virtue wants. The crime was mine, Father: 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could(t tail: Als 
Thy' well I knew that dreadful poſt of honour | 
F gave thee to maintain. Ab! who could bear 


Thoſe eyes unhurt ? the wounds myſelf have telt, 
(Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn 
_ thee) | 

They plead in thy excuſe; for I too ſtrove 
To ſhun thoſe fires, and found 'twas not in man. 

A. You calt in ſhades the failures of a friend, 
And foften all; but think not you deceive me: 
I know my guilt, and I implote your pardon, 
As the fole glimpſe I can obtain of peace. 

Cor. Pardon for him, who but this morning threw Thou 


Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath'd Farev 
In ceaſcleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love? | G 
Who, like a roſe-leaf wet with morning dew, Leſt | 
Would have fluck cloſe, and elung for ever there! And 
But *twas in thee, thro” fondneſs to thy friend, 4 Tak 
To ſhut thy boſom againſt eeſtaſies; Ten 
For which, whilſt this pulſe beats, it beats to thee; {} Whe 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonzo, | Have 


And ev'ry wiſh is levell'd at thy joy. | You 
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Zan. ts Alon. ty Lood, my Lood, this is your 
time to ſpeak. 
An. to Zan. | „ 
the worſt ; | 
For 'tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt. 
$hall the ſame moment ſee him fink in woes, 


And me providing for a flood of joys, 
Moch in the plunder of his happineſs ? 


No, I may die; but I can never (peak. 
Car. Now, now.it comes! they are coneerting it. 


The firlt word ſtrikes me dead—O Leonora 


And thall another taſte her fragrant breath ? 

Who knows what after-time may bring to paſs ? 

Fathers may change, and I may wed her ſtill. { 1/ide. 
An to Zan.] Do I not fee him quite poſſeſs d 

with anguith, 

Which, like a demon, as dies 6s ed fe? 

And ſhall I pour in new? no, fond deſire, 

No, love! one pany at parting, and farewell. 

I have no other love but Carlos now. 
Car. Alas, my triend, nid Abad 

Doſt prefs my hand, and weep upon my cheek ? 
Aon. If after death our forms (as ſome believe) 

Shall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 


Car. Alonzo, ſtay—he cannot fpeak— THolts kin. 
Leſt it ſhould grieve me—ſhali I be outdone ? 

And loſe in glory, as | loſe in love? = © [Afide. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 4 

You think {© meanly of me, not to peak, 

When well } know your heart is near to burſting. 

Have you forgot how you have bound me to you? | 

Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and bfe. 
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Hou. There, there it is, my friend, it cuts me thaw, 
How dreadful is it to a gen'rous mind 
To aſk, when ſure it cannot be deny'd! 
; * 
[ fide, 
ae 
Alon. No, on my foul. | 
| Zan. b, Alon.] Then loſe her. 
Car. Glorious ſpirit! 
Why, whe. 6 cone hes he run thocugh for this? 
By Heav'a, I envy him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 
Of ſtarting at one action from below, 
And flaming up into confummate greatneſs ? | 
Ha! angels, ſtrengthen me '—it ſhall be fo — 
J can't want ſtrength. Great actions, once conceiv'd, 
Strengthen like wine, and animate the foul, 
And call themſelves to being. [4/ide.]— My Alonzo! 
Since thy great ſoul diſdaias to mak e requeſt, 
Receive with favour that | make to thee. 
Alon. What means my Carlos? 
Car. Pra obſerve me well. 
Fate and Alvarez tore her from my heart : 
Pluck d up life too, for they were twiu'd together. 
Of that no more—what now does reaſon bid ? 
I cannot wed——farewel my happineſs ; 
Bat, O my ſoul, with care provide for hers. 
In life, how weak, how helpleſs is a woman! 
Soon hurt, in happineſs itſelf unſafe, | 
And often wounded while ſhe plucks the roſe; 
So properly the object of affliction, $1 
That Heav'n is pleas'd to make diſtreſs become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in tcars. 
Fake then my heart in duwry with the fair: 
1 | 


1 


F 


onzo! 


> her, 
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| Hat out the thouſand preſſing ills of life 


With thy ſurrounding arms—Do this, and then 
get down the liberty and life thou gav'it me, | 
As little things, as eſſays of thy goodneſs, 
And rudiments of friendſhip fo divine. | | 
. match wn, 
Which with thy focs would render thee adour'd. 
But have a care, nor think I can be pleas d 
With any thing that lays in pains for thee. 
Thou doſt difſemble, and thy heart's in tears. 
| Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their 
| round, 
And at my eye pleaſure looks out in ſmiles. 
Aion. And canſt thou, cauſt thou part with Leo- 
nora ? 
Car. I do not part with her, T gon hay han: 
Alan. © Carlos ! 
Car. Don't diſtruſt me, I'm fincere : 
Nor is it mere than fimple juſtice in me. 
This morn didſt thou reſign her for my fake; 
I but perform a virtue learnt from thee ; 
Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes. 
made | 
For ſuch occaſions. Silence, tears, embraces, 
Are languid eloquence : I'll ſeek relief 
In abſence from the pain of ſo much goodneſs, 
There thank the bleſt above, thy fole ſuperiors, 
Adore, and raĩſe my thoughts of them by thee. { Exit. 
Zan. Thus far tucceis has crown'd my boldeſt hope. 
My next care is to haſten theſe new nuptials, 
Aud then my maſter-works begin to play. [ Afide. 
Why that was greatly done, without one figh, 


To carry ſuch a glory to its period ! | 
+» THE i 
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Wee ett. 

And let it flow. I would not grieve my friend 

With tears; nor interrupt my great deſign, 

Great ſure as ever human breaſt durſt twunk of. 

But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſfuppreſt, 
O'erſwell all bounds, and bear ev'n life away. 
80 till the day was won, the Greek renown'd 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur d ſide, 
6—ᷓ—. . 

{Encunt, 


ACT m SCENE I. 
Euter ZANG A end ISABELLA. 


ZANGA. 

O lor „den welcome ſiranger! twice theee yean 

I have not felt thy vital beam ; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart; 
A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the ground, 
And I could mount—the ſpirits numberleſs 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday 
_ Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me.— 
O bridegroem ! great indeed thy preſent bliſs ; 

i by me unenvy'd; for be ſure 

laſt, thy laſt file, that which now 

Sits on thy cheek; enjoy it while thou may ſt; 
1 en5 Gth began 0>- mane 
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* Sar. My fair ally ! my lovely miniſter! 
"Twas well Alvares, by my arts unpell'd, 
|; (To plunge Don Carlos in the laſt deſpair, 
a And fo prevent all future moleſtation) 
Finiſh'd the nuptials ſoon as he refolv'd them: 
_ This conduct ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
 Scaice had the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, 
ay, When I, by facred infpiration, forg'd 
LY» That letter, which | truſted to thy hand; 
A Thas letter, which in glowing terms conveys, 
1, From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, | 
fide, | The moſt profound acknowledgment of heart, 
. For wond'rous tranſports, which he never knew. 
rennt. This ĩs a good ſubſervient artifice, 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 
3 Fat. ö 
” s you commanded. 
= Zan. With a lucky hand; 
TT For foon Alonso found it; Lobſere'd him 
From out my fecret ſtand. He took it up; 
| But ſtarce was it unfolded to his fight, 
yea® | When he, as if an arrow piere d his eye, 
| |  Kturted, and, trembling, dropp' it on the ground. 
* Pale and aghaſt a while my victim ſtood, 
Diſguis's a figh or two, and puff d them from bim: 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look d as if he meant to read it; 
But check'd by riſing fears, he eruſh d it thus, 
And thruſt it, like an adder, in his boom. 
Jab. But if he read it not, it cannot ſting him, 
At leaſt not mortally. 
Zan. At firſt I thought ſo; 
' But farther thought informs me otherways, 
_ And turns this diſappointment to account. 
He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, - 
(If tis unſeen) as thou anon may'ft find. 
K 2 
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Zan. This, Wabella, is Don Carlos” picturez 

Take it, and  difpoſe of it, that found, 

It may raiſe up a witneſs of her love, 

Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 

Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
Iſab. Tl weigh it as its conſequence requires, 

Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. { Exit lab. 

Zan. Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the ground? 

Now he ſtarts up like flame from ſleeping embers, 

If thus a flight furmiſe can work his ſoul, 

How will the fulnefs of the tempeſt tear him! 


| Enter ALoxnzo. 
An. And yet it cannot be—T am deceiv'd— 


I injure her : or wenn the hes of hana. 

hu. Inte nee dick an this agate. | 
If the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 
Had fuch effect, fo ſmote my heart and brain, 
I.cannot—ha ! it muſt, it mult be true. [ Starts, 

Zar. Hold there, and we ſucceed. He has deſcry d me. 
And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold 
His aching heart, and reſt it on my counſel. 
Tu ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure. [Aſide. 

Alon. Hold, Tanga, turn. 

Zan. My Lord. 

An. Shut cloſe the door, 

That not a ſpirit find an entrance here. 

Zan. My Lord's obey'd. 

Ales. I fee that thou art frighted. 
If thou daſt love me, I hall fill thy heart 
With ſcorpion ſtings. 

Zan. If I do love, my Lord: 
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oat | Ahn. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy boſom, 


3 


fo 


(What pillow like the boſom of a friend ?) 
For Ian ſick at heart. 
Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, v 
And take me from the rack ! | 
Alon. And is there need | 
Of wands? Behold a wonder! See my tears! | 
Zan. Ifect them too. Heav'n grant my ſenſes fail me 
I rather would loſe them, than have this real. 
Alon. Sas wake © conn chonng ol chings in thy 


thought, 
And find that one, for there is only one, 
Which could extort my tears; fiad that, and tell 
Thyſelf my miſery, and fpare me the pain. 
_—— a 5 6; 
I know not where I am. 
Alon. Think, think no more. 
I ne er can enter in an honeſt heart. 
ll tell thee then cannot—yet I do 
By wanting force to give it utterance. 
wn eee eee 
your boſom. | 
Mon. I am moſt happy; mine is victory, 
Mine the King's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, 
And great men make their fortunes of my imics.. 
Ocurie of curſes! in the lap of bleſſing 


To be moſt curs'd !—my Leoaora's falle! 


Zan. Save me, my Lord! | 

Alan. My Leonora's falſe. [Gives bim the letter. 

Zu. Phen Heaven has loſt its image here on earth. | 
[While Zanga reads the letter, be trembles and 


Alon. Good-natur'd man | he makes my pains his 
1 durit not read it, but | read it no _ 
la thy concern. 

zus Did you. nat read it then! 
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„„ 
{Tears the letter, 
An. Why didſt thou tear it? 
Zan. Think of it no more. 
Or give the whole contents, or by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in dai-cr. 
Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his Zanga ? 
Draw forth your ſword, and find the fecret here. 
For whaſe ſake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this rage? becauſe I ſeek your peace? 
I have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 
But what good-natur'd tenderneſs for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
That will be rent in two, not mine the fame 
That will be damn d, tho all the world ſhould know it. 
Alon. Then my worſt fears are true, and life is paſt. 
- Zav, What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter'd? 
F know not what; but rage is our diſtraction, 
And all its words are wind—yet ſure, I think, 
I nothing own'd—but grant I did confeſs, 
What is a letter? letters may be forg'd: 
For Heav'n's fweet fake, my Lord, lift up your heart; 
Some foe to your repoſe —— 
Alon. So Heav'n look on me, 
As I can't find the man [I have offended. | 
Zan. Indeed! [Afice.}—Our innocence is not our 


They take offence, who have not been offended ; 

They ſeck our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 

And death is often ambuſh'd in our fmiles. 

We know not whom we have to fear. "Tis certain 
A letter may be forg' 9 | . 


* 


THE REVENGE. 1 
26s | of flick a dreadful conſequence as this, 

One would rely on nought that might be falſe— 
0 Think, have you any other cauſe to doubt her 
8 


Makes hell ſuperfluous by fuperior pains, 
Without ſuch proofs as cannot be withſtood ? 
Has ſhe not ever been to virtue train d? 
Is not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſun, 
| Her fex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain? 
| ——— ——— — 
That full in oppoſition to appearance 
Zan. No more, my Lord, for you condemn yourſelf. 
What is abiurdity, but to believe 
Againſt appearance ?—you can't yet, I find, 
dw it. Subdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe; 
paſt. And truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me. 
er d? Tis fit our indiferctions ſhould be check'd * 
Wich ſome degrees of pain. 
44. What indifcretion ? 
Zan. Come, you muſt bear to hear your faults 
from me. : 
cart; Had you net ſent Don Carlos to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul ſlave, | 
Who forg d the ſenſeleſs feroll which gives you pain, 
| our Alon. I ſent him not. 
s I thought he came on meſſage to the King. 
bs there another cauſe could juſtify 
ths ſhunning danger, and the promis d fight ? 
ain But I perhaps may think too rigidly; 
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Alon. In my confuſion, that had quite eſeap d us 
By Heav'n, my wounded ſoul does bleed afreſh; 
"Tis clear as day—for Carlos is fo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour'd of the face of death. 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, 
But for the tranfports ? O, it muſt be ſo 
 Inhuman, by the lofs of his own honour, 
To buy the ruin of his friend! 
Zan. You wrong him; 
| He knew not of your love. 
Ans. Ha | R | 
Alon. Indeed he + know ace of my cnn 
love ——— 

mad lion granth, and UP the bud the Sangete 
Th' eternal law of things declares it true, 
| Which calls for judgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilt, 
And loves to make our crime our punithment. | 
Love is my torture, love was firſt my crime; | 
For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror!) 
Confided all in me. O facred faith! 
How dearly | abide thy violation ! 

Zan, Were then their loves far gone 

len. The father's will 
There bore a total ſway ; and he, as ſoon 
As news arriv'd that Carlos fleet was ſeen 
From off our coaſt, fir'd with the love of gold, 
Determin's, that the very ſan which faw 
Carlos return, ſhould ſce his daughter wed. 

os, Rd, any Lond, chat yoo matt paodes. wah, 
If I preſume to mitigate the erime. 
Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt ; 
At midnight his return, the next day deſtin'd 
For his cipoulals——'twas a ſtrong temptation. 
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a me. . 


Temptation 
Zan. Twas but gaining of one night. 
- Mon. One night ! 
r, Zev. That crime could ne'er return again. 


Mon. Again! by Heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy Lord. 
le, Temptation! one night gain'd! O Rings and death ! 
And am I then undone ? alas, my Zanga! i 
And doſt thou own it too ? deny it till, 
And reſcue me one moment from diſtractiun. 
Zan. My Lord, I hope the beſt. 
Alon. Falſe, fooliſh hope, 
And infolent to me! thou know'ſt it falſe; 
Au. | Tt is as glaring as the noom-tide fun. 
crous Devil | this morning, after three years coldneſs, 
To ruſh at once into a paſſion for me! | 
geſt: | "Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
t, 2a. What ſays my Lord? did Leonora then 
Never before diſcloſe her paſſion for you ? 
| An. Never. 
0 20. Throughout the whole three years 
Alon. O never! never 
Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſt thou ſtrive? Tis all in vain; 
Tho' thy foul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging down 
Ten thoufand thouſand fathoms in deſpair. 
„ 
fear, 
And be a man again—had he enjoy'd her, 
Be moſt aſſur d, he had-refign'd her to you 
E With leſs reluQtance. | 
Alon. Ha' her to me 
Refign her '—who refign's her — double death! | 
How could | doubt fo long? my heart is broke. 
Virſt love her to diſtraction! then reſign ber! 
Zan. But was it not with utmoſt agony ! 
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Alon. Grant that, he ſtill refign's her, that's enough, 
Would he pluck out his eye tv give it me? 

Tear cut his heart —ſhe was his heart no m 
Nor was it with reluctance he reſign d ber. | 
By Heav'n, he aſk'd, he courted me to wed. 

I thought it ſtrange; tis now no longer fo. 

Zan. Was't his requeſt ? are you right 2 

that: 
J fear the letter was not all a tale. 

Alon. A tale! there's proof equivalent to ſight. 

Zan. | ſhould diſtruſt my fight on this occaſion, 

Alen. And fo ſhould I; by Heav'n I think 1 heuld 
What, Leonora the divine, by whom 
We guefs'd at angels! O! Um all confufion. © 

Zan. You are now too much ruſſied to think clearly. 
Since blifs and horror, life and death hang on it, 
Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh 
Each circumſtance ; conſider, above all, 

That it is jealoufy's peculiar nature 

To ſwell ſmall things to great; n een 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its reaſun, 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 

Alun. Had I ten thouſand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiv d. I fear tis doomiday with me; 
And yet ſhe ſeem d fo pure, that I thought Heav'n 
Borrow'd her ſurm for Virtue's ſelf to wear, | 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. [Exit Alon. 

Enter Is ABELLA. 


Zan. Thus far it works aufpiciouſly. My pati 
'FThrives underneath my hand in miſery. 
He's gone to think, that is, to be diſtracted. 

Tjav. 
To my amazement, tear the letter. 
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Yor tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
in its ſirſt force; but ſuperadd a new. 
For who can now the character examine, | 
To cauſe a doubt, much leſs detect the fraud ? 
And after tearing it, as loth to thew 
The foul contents, if | ſhould ſwear it now 
A forgery, my Lond would diſbelieve me; 
Nay more, would diſbelieve, the more I fwore. 
But is the picture happily diſpos d of? 
Je It is | | 
Zar. That's well—Ah! what is well! O pang ts 
think | / 
o dire neceſſity ! is this my province? | | 
Whither, my ſoul, ah | whitber art thou funk 
Buch little arts, diſſemblings, falichoods, frauds, 
Tue traſh of villainy itſelf, which falls 
To cowards, and pour wretches wanting bread. 
Does this become a ſoldier this become 
ught Whom armies follow d, and a people lov'd ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought. | 
Bur great my end; and ſince there are none other, 
mal Tbeie means are juſt, they ſhine with borrowed light, 
3 Wyſtrious from the purpoſe they purſue. 
avs | And greater ſure my merit, who to gain 
Alon. 


A point ſublin e, can ſuch a taſk fuſtair ; 
To wade thro* ways obfcene, my honcur bend, 
And ſhock my nature to attain my end: 
2 Late time Niall wonder ; tliat my joys will raiſe; 
ent | For wonder is involuntary praiſe. 
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ACT w. SCENE L. 


| Enter ALONZO and ZANGA. 


ALoNz0 


O HAT a pain to think ! when ev'ry thought, 


Perplexing thought ' in intricacies runs, 
And reaſon knits th' inextricable toil, | 
In which herſelf is taken! I am loſt, 

Poor inſect that I am, I am involv'd,. 
And bury'd in the web myſelf have wrought. 
One argument is balanc'd by another, 
And reaſon, reaſon meets in doubtful fight, 
And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs. 
No more Pl bear this battle of the mind, 
This inward anarchy ; but find my wife, 
And to her trembling heart preſenting death, 
Force all the ſecret from her. 

Zan. O forbear! 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 

Au. What daſt thou mean? 

Z '. That will diſcover all, 


And kill my hopes ; what can I think or do? [ Aſide. 


Ala. What doſt thou murmur ? 

Zan. Force the ſecret from her' 

What's perjury to ſuch a crime as this? 

Will ſhe confeſs it then! O groundleſs hope! 

But reſt aſſur d, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 

Or falfe or true, your ruin with the king; 

Such is her father's power. 
4. No more, I care not; | 

Rather than groan beneath this load, Pll die. 
Zr, But for what better will you change this load? 

Grant yuu ſhould know it, would not that be worle! 

I 
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a ͤ—— ů 
I ſhould deſpiſe hen; 
And all my love-bred agonies would vaniſh. 

2 oy C_- 

Alon. What then? 

x —- to gain the frever. 
Aan. What doſt thou mean? thou know'ſt I'm on 
the rack : 

Fl not be play's with; ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Or I this inſtant fly to Leonora. 

Zan. That is, to death. My Lord, I am not yet 


Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuſſer it, 


Tho gone too far, Heav'n knows tis I am guilty. — 
I have took pains, as you I know obſferv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 
And turn'd afide your thoughts from the detection. 
Alan. Thou doſt confound me. 
Zan. I confound myſelf, 
n 
Nought but your life in danger cuuld have torn 


Aion. Speak quickly; Zanga, ſpeak. 
Zan. Not yet, dread Sir: 


Firſt I muſt be affur'd, that if you n 


The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as you aſſur d me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, aud heal your foul. 
Alon. O! it will, by Heav'n. 
Zan. Alas! I fear it much, 
And ſearce can hope fo far; but I of this 
Hat your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all felf-violence, and fave my Lord. 
Alon. I trebly ſwear. 
Zan, You'll bear it like a man ? 
Alon, A god. | 
r eee theſe tears con- 
feſs it, 
Vor. II. L 
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And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: 
And what amends is now within my power, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 
And as a hleſſing claim my puniſhment ? 
Know then, Don Carlos —— 
Alon. Oh! wy | 
Zan. You cannot bear it. | 
Alan. Go on; u have it, tho' it blaſt manking; 
Tu have it all, and inſtantly. Go on. | 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night— - 
Euter LEONORA. | 
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And quite undo our joy. 
Alon. Fl come, my love: 
Be not our friends deſerted by us both; 
TI follow you this moment. 
Leon. My good Lord, 
I do obferve ſeverity of thought | 
Upon your brow. Ang ear you rom the Moor | 
Alon. No, my delight. 
Leon. What then employ'd your mind ? | 
Alon. Thou love, and only thou; fo Heav'n be 
friend me, 
As ether thought can find no cacrance here. 
Leon. How good in you, my Lord, whom nations 
cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obey, 
ro drop one thought on me! 
[He Jrws the e impatient | 
Aon. Doſt thou then prize ir ? 
Leor. Do you then aſk it ? 
Alon. Know then to thy comfort, | 
hes daft me: all 6 me rhondding dons & (elf 
With thee alone, I've thought of nothing elſe; 
Nor ihall, I from my foul believe, till death. 
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fExit Leen. 
Ala. Is that the face of curs'd hypocrify ? 

I the is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 

And beauty ſhall no more belong to heav'n. — 

Dun Caries did return at dead of night: a 
Proceed, good Tanga, fo thy tale began. : 

Zu. Don Carlos did return at dead of night; 
That night, by chance (ilt chance for me) did I 
Command the watch that guards the palace gate. 
He told me he had letters for the King, 
Ditpatch d from you. 

Alon. The villain lied. 

Zan. My Lord, 

2 > a, 
After ſo long a buadage, and your friend, 

(Who could ſuſpect him of an artifice :), 

No farther I enquir d, but let him paſs, 

Falſe to my truſt, at leaſt imprudent in it. 

Our watch relicv's, I went into the garden, 

As is my cuſtom, when the night's ſerene, - 
Aad took a moon-light walk; when ſoon I heard 
& witling in an arbour that was near me. 

Iv two lovers in each others arms, 

Embracing and embrac'd. — FRO | 
Aroſe, and falling back ſome paces from her, 

Cas d ardently a while, then ruſn'd at once, 

And throwing all himſelf into her botom, 

There foftly gh d; O night of ecſtaſy! 

* When ſhall we meet again? Don Carlos then 

Led Leonora forth. 

A. ©! O my heart! [He firbs into o choir. 
Zan. Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my ſoul. 
Tis thro' his heart; his knees ſmite one another: 
Tis thro his brain; his eye-balls roll in angyith. 


Vir. 
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My Lord, my Lord, why will you rack my foul} 
eu to me, let me know that you tilt live. 
—— 1 — — 
12 > + lam your own Zanga, 
$0 lov's, ſo cheriſh's, and fo faithful to y. = 
Where ſtart you in ſuch fury? nay, my Lord, 
For Heav'n's fake ſheath your fword! what can this 
mean ? 
Feel thas I was, — with the feeree; 
And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
O paſſion for a woman ? on the ground ? 5 
Where is your boaſted courage? where your ſcorn, 
And prudent rage that was to cure your grief, 
And chaſe your love-bred agonics away? 
Riſe, Sir, for honour's ſake. Why thould the Mom 
Why ſhould the vanquiſh d, triumph? : +1 
Alon. Would to Heav'n, 1 
That | were lower ſtill! O ſhe was all! # 
My fame, my friendſhip, and my love of arms, 
All ſtoop'd to her; my blood was her poſſeſſion. 
Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart 
She liv'd' with life, and far the dearer ſhe. 
But—and no more— iet nature in a blaze, 
Give her a fit of jealouſy away | 
To think on't is the torment of the dama d; 
And not to think on't is impoſhble. - 
How fair the cheek, that firſt alarm'd my foul! |; 
How bright the eye, that ſet it on a flame! 
How foft the breaſt, on which l laid my peace 
For years to ſlumber, unawak' d by care! 
How fierce the tranſport ! how ſublime the bliſs! _ 
How deep, how black the horror, and detpair ! 
—— 
Alan. I do. 
Am I not moſt diſtracted? 
Zan. Pray be calm. 


UT I 


He dy'd in th arbour, n 


Ian his demon tho'—my wiſe! my vu i 
Zan. Alas! he weeps. a 
Alon. Go, dig her grave. 


Zan. My Lord! | 

on But that her Mlood's too hot, 1 would e 
90 %4 rouſe it | 

Zan. And I would pledge thee. . 


And reaſon mildly.—Wedded, and undone, | 

Before one night deſcends O haſty evil! 

What friend to comfort me in this extreme ! 

Where's Carlos ? why is Carlos abſent from me? 

Does he know what has happen d:? 

Zan. My good Lord! 

Alex. O depth of horrors '—he'!—my boſom friend ! 
"Zan. Alas" compoic yourvelf, my Lord, 
Alen. To death. 

Gaze on ber with bath eyes ſo ardentiy ! 

Cive them to vultures, tear them all in pieces! 
Zan. Moſt excellent! [ Aſide. 
Alon. Hark ! you can keep a fecret. a 

In yonder arbour bound with jeſſamin, 

Who's that? what villain's that ? anhand henw— 

murder . 

Rr 

My heart betwizt them! O let go my heart! 

Yet let it g@—embracirg and embrac'd / 

O peſtilence! who let him in? a traitor. hat #8 

7 (Geer to fad Zang, be prevents Bw. 

Abs! my head turns round, and my Hubs fail me. 

Zan. My Lord! 3 er 
: L z 
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- - Mou © villain, villais, moſt accurs's! 
If thou did'ft know it, why did'ft let me ved? 

F knew it not, I faw them in the garden ; 

To fee in lovers deſtin'd for each other. ; 
By Heav'n I thought their meeting innocent. 
Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue? 
"Till after proofs conſpir d to blacken it; . 
Sad proofs, which came too late, which broke not out 
(Erernal curſes on Alvarez haſte) 

"Till holy rites had made the wanton. yours; 
And then, 1 own, I labour'd to conceal it, 

In duty, and compaihon to your peace. 


thee. 
0 night of ceftaſy !——ha! was't not ſo.? | 
1 will enjoy this murder let me think—— 
n 
| [Exit Zang 

How the Feet found fill Gngs withia my ear! 
leu fall we mect again? to-night, in hell. 

As be is going out, enter Le o ο . 
Ha: I'm ſurpriz'd, I ſtagger at her charms.” 
© angel-devil!—ſhall | tab her now? _ 
No, it ſhall be as I had tirft determin'd: 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loſt. . 
Then I muſt now diflemble—if I can 


Leon. My Lord, excuſe me; fee, a ſecond time 


I come in embaſſy from all your friends. 
Whoſe joys are languid, uninſpir'd by o. 
Alon. This moment, Leonora, I was coming 
To thee, and all—but ſure, or I miſtake, - 
Or thou eanſt well inſpire wy fricnde with. joy. .. 


— 


Alon. Live now, be damn d hereafter ; for I want | 


Ferrkrerekkrek r 


Le. Why fighs my Lud? d 
_ Mon. 1 figh'd not, Leonora. 


PAS» | 5 


Lu. You ſport me. 


| But when the ſoul and body of a piece, 


w Ly 


— jj uy 


. Leon. 18 — 


Aloe. Doſt flatter me? - 

Leon. If my regards for you are flattery, 
Full far indeed | ſtretch'd the compliment 
In this day's folema rite. 

Alon. What rite ? 


Alon. Indeed I do; wy heart is fold of miecd. | 
on ˙ WK 6s I, 


As on the health of vistue. * 

Alon. Virtue - damn 

| Leon. What ſays my Lord? 

Alon. Thou art execeding fair. 

Lern. Beauty alone is but of little worth; 4 


Both thine alike, then they obtain a price, 


And are a fit reward for gallant actions, | 
Heav'n 29. nth gras feals as yours: 
If fair and innocent, I am your due. 

Aion. Innocent Ade. 


Lern. How! my Lord! — yer 
Alan. No, my belt life, I muſt not part with thee : 
This hand is mine. O! what a hand is here! 


8 foft, ſouls fink into it, and ac lot! 14 
Leon. In tears, my Lord? - f 


Meads 7 v nee omg © = fl | 

'Tis all a viſion, my head fwims in beav'n. 7 
Wherefoze ? O — expence of deauy? 
And wherefore ? 0 —— 

Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever, 


bd 
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And I could fnatch a flaming thunderbokt, 
And hurl deſtruction. _—— 
Len. How, my Lord! what mean you? 
Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your love. 
Alon. Art thou concern d for me ? 
Lem. My Lord, you, fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs of vour nuptial hour? 
Jam ill-us'd, my Lord, I muſt not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me ? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to ſhun me? 
Nay, my good Lord, I have a title kere, | 
[Tubing bis hand. 
And 1 will bave it. Am l not your wife ? 4 
Have I not juſt authority to know 
That heart, _ Bombay; 
Lay it before me then, it is my due. 
Unkind Alonzo, tho” I might demand it, 
Behold, I kneel! fee, Leonora kneels, 
And deigus to be a beggar for her own ! 
Tell me the ſeeret, I conjure you tell me. 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day, 
Alvarez” daughter trembles in the duſt. 
Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or l expire, 
A. Ha! ha! ha! [He breaks from her, and 
Be frnks upon the for. 
| Levs, Ave theſe the joys which fondly i conceiv'®? 
And is it thus a wedded life begins? 
What did I part with when I gave my heart? 
F knew not that all happineſs went with it. - 
And venture into love? the maid that loves, 
Goes out to ſea upon a ſhatrer'd plank, 
Aud puts ker truſt in miracles for ſafety. 


Where haf 7 gh ? where pour out my c, “t 


* 


* 
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Be is the ſource of all. 

. | T 4 
a e 5 
. "ce | 

1 {Exit Leonora. 

— he hots 3 -whiin; ſtab her, 

And ruſh her into blood — l never can. 

| In her, guilt ſhines, and nature holds my hand. 
1 — yagi 
— Tueter Zana. 


hens | Zan. 1 fear his heart has fail's him. 3he maſt die. 
"14 Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, 


; To ſting out human nature, and eſſedt it? I. ſide. 
Thoſe ſkies thro” which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man? the ſmalleſt part of nothing. 
Day buries day, month, month, and year the year; 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. . 
6— 2 — 
Life is the deſart, like the ſulitude, | 
Death joins us to the great majority; 
Tis to be born to Platos, and to Cæſars; 
org! | Tis to be great for ever; 
- and | 'Tis pleaſure, 'tis ambition then to die. 
fur. 2 71722 
1d? Alon. I did. 
| . | 
| Alas. No, Zanga, uo, the greateſt guilt is miney 
- | "Tis mine, who might have mack'd his midaight viſit, 
| Who might have mark'd his tameneſs to relign her, 
Who might have mark'd her ſudden turn of love: 
I Theſe, and a thouſand tokens moze; and yet, 
1 (Fer which the faints ablulve my foul) did wed. 
ae?” | K 
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Man. To hed a woman's blood 
Would ſtain my fword, and make my wars 
Bar juſt reſentment to myſelf bears in it 
A ſtamp of greainefs abure vulgar minds. 
He who, faperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does in fame fort that reaſon deify, 

And take a flight at heav'n. 

Zan. Alas! my Lord, 4 
'Tis.act your reaſon, bus ber beauty Snds N 
Thoie arguments, and throws you on your ſword. 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is fo bright, 

Yau cannot firike a breaſt that is fo ſoft, 
That has ten thoufand ecſtaſies in ſtore—— 
Fur Carlos — no, my Lord, I mean for you. 

Aion. O! the my heart, and marrow! pr'ythee 
| ſpare me; 2 
Nor more upbraid the weakneſs of thy lord. 

I own, | try'd, I quarrel'd with my heart, 
And puſh d it on, and bid it give her death; 
But O! her eyes ſtruck firſt, and murcder'd me. 

Zan. I kaow not what to anſwer to my Lord. 
Men are but men; we did not make ourſclves. 
Farewell then, my beſt Lord, fince you muſt die. 
© that I were to ſhare your monument, 

And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 
Againſt thoſe ſcenos which I am deom'd to ſuffer! 

Auen. What doſt thou mean? 

Zn. And is it then unknown? 

O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 
Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you, | 
Elfe could you doubt when you are laid in duſt—— 
But it will cut my poor heart thro” and thro”, 
To fee thoſe revel on your facred tomb, 

Who brought you thither by their lawleG loves: 
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mar there they I revel, and exuk to find 


Hin flcep to faſt, who cife would mar their joys. 
Abs. Diſtraction !—-but Don Carlos, well thoa 
 theath's in ftecl, and bent on other thoughts. 

Zin. I'll work him to the murder of bis friend. 
Ale. 


Jes, till the fever of his blood returns, 

Bit when he finds Alunzo is no more, 
How will he ruſh like light'ning to ber arms! 
There figh, there languith, there pour out his foul; 
But not in grief—ſad obſequies to thee — | 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor fee, nor hear 

The burning kiſs, the figh of e ſtaſy, 

Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another: 
Thank Heav'n, theſe torments will be all my own. 
4 . I'll eaſe thee of that pain. Let Carlos die; 
Oertake him on the road, and ſce it done. 4 
'Tis my command. ¶ Gives bis fignet. 
Z . | dare not difobey. | 

A'on My Zanga, now | have thy leave to die. 
Ze. Ah Sir, think, think again. Are all men 
h Carlos' grave? you know not womankind. 

When once the throhbing of the heart has broke 
The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty d, 
Each mau ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 

A. That thought has more of hell than had the 


| Another, and another, and another! (former. 


Aud each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb! 
Iam convine'd; 1 wuſt not, will not die. 
Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her, 
Vhat then remains? in natur. no third way, 
but to forget, and fo to love again. 
Ale». Oh ! | 
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Zan. If you forgive, the world will call e 
8 the-wiedd-wilt-coll-yon wifes © "YT 
_ If you receive ber ta your grace again, * a 


Tho” my arm tremble at the firoke, the dies. 
e r 
up * 
E ˙¹ 0 
But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, 1 
Shutting their cars to all her little cries, 8 


— augalt, and godlike juſtice call's ? 


At Aulis, one-pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars; 4 
Another flew a fiſter in juſt rage; ; of 
A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 
Gave to the cruel ax a darling fon. | 


May mane; for juſtice fame davere themfetves, | 
As he at Carthage, an immortal namen 
| Yet there is one ſtep left above em all, » 
Above their hiſtory, above their fable, e 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 
Aen. Tis done—again new tranſports fire mp 
F had forgot it, tis my bridal night. brain: 
Friend. give me joy, we muſt be gay together; 
See that the feſtival be duly honour d. 

And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour, 
Prom the dark realms of everlaſting night; 
Call Vengeance, call the Furies, call Deſpair, 
And Feath, our chief invited gueſt be there 
He with pale hand ſhall lead the bride, and fpread 
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du dm oůũ— ñ¹ 2. | 
Tar waged —— with 
=_ eee wich blood! who marder' thee! 
d? | Ha! Carlos }—homor! Carlos i—O away! 

I | Goto thy grave; or let me fink to mine: 
t uk . Gghe? whexe am I? 
I There's nothing here—If this was Fancy's work, 
+ . AR | 
| _ Enter ZanGa. ; 
- } Alun Ib Carlos murders? © 7 ; 
: _ Zan. | obey'd your order. 

1 Six ruffians overtook him on the road ; : 

+ | He fought as he was wont, and four he flew,  _. 
fre mp | Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds to death. f 
(brain; His laſt breath ble d Alonzo, and deſired 
er:; His bones might reſt near yours. 

A. O Zanga ! Zanga !—— 
-rown'd, | But Tu not think, for I muſt act, and thinking 
' | Would ruin me for ation. © the medley 

„ | Oright and wrong! the chaos in my brain! 

„* . 
, | And not obey—it is a day of darkneſs, 
Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 
Where's Leonora then! quick, anfwer me. 
Fm deep in horrors, I'll be deeper ſtill. — | ; 
Vou. . M 1 
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——— — ten, 4 
| Zen. Itold her, from your childhood you was wan, 
On any great ſurprize, but chiefly then 
When cauſe of forrow bore it company, 
To have your paſſion habe the feat of reaſon : 
A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er. 
Then did 1 tell her of Don Carlos death, 
(Wiſely ſupprefiing by what means he fell), ' 
But ſuc the haneſt artifice I und, | 
And fuch her ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 
That the, at length, was fully ſatisſy d. _ 
_ Alon. "Twas well. he was. In our late interview, 
My paſſion fo far threw me from my guard, - © 
(Methinks tis ſtrange!) that, conſcious of her gu 
She ſaw not, thio* its thin diſguiſe, my heart. 
| Zan. But what deſign you, Sir, and how? 
Alon. Fil tell thee. 
Thus Pre ordain'd it. In the Nin dow's, 
The place which the diſhonour's with her guilt, 
There will I mect her, the appointment's made; 
And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 
The blackneſs of her crime before her fight; 
And then, with all the cool ſolemnity . 
Ot public juſtice, give her to the g .. 
Zan. Why, get thee gone! Horror and Night gp 
with thee! 
Siſters of Acheron, go hand in hand, bY 
Go dauce around the bow r, and cloſe them in; 
Aud tell them that I ſent you to ſalute them. 
Profane the ground, and for th' ambrofial roſe, 
And breath of jeſſamin, let hemloec blacken, 
And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air. 
For the fweet nightingale may ravens abt, 
'Toads pant, and adders ruſile thro the leaves; - 


: 


| The day's uncommon heat has overcome her. 
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. ck a] hold give them, [Exit 
SCENE, The Ban... | 
' LEONORA fleeping. Enter ALONZO. 

_ Mon. Ye amaranths! ye roſes, like the morn! 
dert myrtles, and ye golden orange. groves ! 

Why do you finite ? why do you look fo fair? | 


- Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 


Yes, fee how ev'ry flow 'r lets fall its head! | 
How ſhudders every leaf withoyt a wind! 
How every green is as the ivy pale! 
Did ever midnight ghoſts affemble here? 
Have theſe fweet echoes ever learn d to groan ? 
Jy-girang, love-inſpiring, holy bowx! 
Know, in thy fragrant boſom thou receiv'ſt 
A—murcderer. R 
r 
30 Lueiſer broke into paradiſe, | 
And foon damuation follow'd. [He edvaxces.} Ha! 
the ſleeps ———— 


0 what a fight is here ! how dreadful fair! 

Who would not think that being innocent? 

Where ſhall 1 ſtrike ? who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf, 
My own hfe-blood will iſſue at her wound. 

0 my diſtracted heart !—O cruel Heaven! 

To give ſuch charms as theſe, and then call man, 
Mere man, to be your executioner ! 

Vas it becauſe it was too hard for you? 

But fre, ſhe finiles! I never ſhall ſmile more: 


lt tempes me to a parting kiss. 
5 [Going, he flarts back. 
> 
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ml finile again? he dreams of him nen 
kar tees pw. 
[45 be is going to file, foe wel 
Len. My Lord, your — fender kl 

Of falling waters tempted me to reſt, 

Diſpirited with noon's exceſſive heat. | 
Ave. Ye Pow'rs! with what an eye the mend 
the day! | 
| While they were clos'd I ſhould have given the blow. 
Lu. 


© for a laſt embrace! and then for juſtice. 
Thus Heav'n and 1 ſhall both be fatisfy'd. 
Leon. What fays my Lord? 
Alon. Why this Alonzo fays; 
| If love were endleſs, men were gods : die that | 
"Tis Heav Heav's's exptdicnt to mole monats bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 
| Lone Ado! my Levh, why alk ven ofa 
Tour friend is dead; in friendſhip you ſuſtain 
E A mighty los, repair it with my love. | 
Ain, Thy love! hou Feger uu 
Thou brighteſt angel! I could for ever. 
Where had'ſt thou this? tell me where? 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up | 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain! 
Ev'n now thou ſwim'ſt before me. I ſhall loſe thee. 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 
Who turn'd this flender waiſt with fo much art, 
Add ſhut perfection in fo fmall a ring? | 
Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, 
On which the dazzled fight can find no reſt; 
But, drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
For ever, and for ever finds new charms? 
But, O thoſe eyes! thoſe murderers! O whence, © 
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THE nennen on 


| Fence didid thou ical their burning crbs? rom 


Thou didſt ; n | 
Leon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thought : | 


Iriremes Ri fright me, tho” of le rl. 


Als. Extremes indeed! it hucried me aways = 
But I come home again—and now for juſtice—— 
And now for death—it is impoſſible 
Sure ſuch were made by Heav'n guileleſs to fin, + 
cin their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. * 
. | a 
| [Drops the dagger, and goes off 
Leon. Ha a dagger! 
OO aki ae ck? 


| What dreadful tale dclt tell me? let me think. 


Enter ZA uA. 


l 
My cloſe long labour d ſcheme at once is blaſted. 
That dagger found will cauſe her to enquire; 
Enquiry will diſcover all ; my hopes 

Of vengeance periſh; I myſelf am loſt—— 

Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand, 
Which held the Heel in vain !—what can be done? 
Where can I fix ?——that's ſomething ſtill—'rwill 
Fell rage, and bitterneſs betwixt their fouls, 
Which may perchance grow up to greater evil; 
VF not, 'tis all I can—it ſhall be fo—— [Afide. 
Les. © Zanga! I am fioking in my fears. 
Aloazo dropt this dagger as he leſt me, 


And left me in a ſtrange diſorder too. 


What can this mean ? angels preſerve his life! 
Zan. Yours, Madam, yours. 


Leon. What, Zanga, duſt thou fay ? 


—— ; 
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— the fuks of him you love, | 
n 2 


E 


——————— 


It is not of the growth of his own nature. 
——— Wha, Weld knges 3 dan 


jealous; 
And the — > yr '00 your. = 


Do itſelf juſtice, and afſert its honour, * 

And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 
Leon. Jealous ! it fickens at my heart. Unkind, 

Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and infolent! 

Why? wheeler ? an what Grado of cata? © 

"Tis faſcination, tis the wrath of Heav'n * 

For the collected crimes of all his race. 

O how the great man leſſens to my thought! 

How could ſo mean a vice as jealouſy, 

Unnatural child of ignorance and guitt, 

Which tears and feeds. upon its parent's heart, 

Live in a throng of ſuch cxalted virtues ? 

I feorn and hate, yet love him, and adore. 

I cannot, will nor, dare not think it true, | 

Till from himſelf | know it. [Exit 

Zan. This fucceed>s 

Faſt to my wiſh. Now ſhe with violence 

Upbraids him. He, not doubting ſhe is guilty, 

Rages no leſs ; and, if on either fide - 

The waves run high, there ſtill live hopes of rein. 


Enter ALONZO. « a 


My Lord. 


But Heaven itſelf did hold my hand; 18 
dy the well-being of my fou!, I did. 


u think of vengeance at another ſeaſon. 


A'on. O Zanga! hold thy peace, — 


Fee 1ST-LESSTYHI 


— 


4 Mu Lord, ber guilt—— — 


ann Voz LY 
volt tt ts 
he. /Peridition on thee, Moce, - a e 
For that one word. Ab, do not rouze that thoughs, . 
I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſlible : * 
Away then, let us talk of other ting. 
Itell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction. 


can I help it, tis impos d upon. me 
ee ſuperior and refiſtleſs o r. 
I could not burt her to be land of earth; 


R ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke at Heav'n. 


Angels defend her, as if innocent. 
But fee, my Leonora comes :—bogone. [Exit Zang 


* 


Enter LION OA. 
© ſeen for ever! yet for ever new! 


| . 


laflicting wound on wound. 

Leon. Alas, my Lord? * £ 
N | * 
Alan. Ha! duſt thou weep ? | | 
Leon. Have I no cauſe ? 

Alon. If love is thy concern, 

Thou haſt no cauſe; none ever lor'd like me. 
But wherefore this ? is it to break my heart, 

Which loſes fo much blood for every tear? 

Lon. Is it ſo tender? 

Alon. Is it not? O Heaven! | 
Doubt of my love? why, 1 am nothing ciſe; 
Irquite abſorbs my every other paikon. f 
o that this one embrace would laſt for ever! 
Lor. . 

 * virtue? e 
Could this man cer defign upon my Hife? 
e „ 


* 


10 LL ? 
Ot being folded in your arms and heart; --. C 
© >> 46 Ee _— 


It rouzes horrid images. Away, 4-4 | 
Away with it, and let us talk of love, Wi 
Flange exalituer rep lice ade foes Bnfan, 
R 


+. 
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„ 
bg > el y 
„ Hon. Heaven, ſtrike me deaf! * 
Len. It well may ſting you home. - 

Alon. Alas! thou cube ihiDoy ant wat 
Tet, yet diſmiſs me; Ian all in flames. 

Leo. Who has moſt cauſe ? you, or myſelf ? what 

act I 

Of my whole life eneourag d you to this ? \ 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you? 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all : 

The weak, ungenerous error of your fe. 1 
What could inſpire the thought ? we oft'uelt jh 
Frum our own hearts; and is yours then fo frank, | 
It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me? 

He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Deſerves to find it true. 9 85 ann 
Alan. O fex, ſex, ſex! | | 
2. — tated woman! 


THE Annees w 
Why dat thou fore'd me back inco the gulph | 
of I had block's up from thought 2 


Show the rank ; thou faw'lt me imporen— 
_ "be while to bunt thee, therefore thow tura'ſt n me; 


PP 
> _ 4... 
1 = «2's 


*'F ' Bt, by the pangs 1 ſuffer, to/thy woe. 2 

I | Ke ace chow daft replung'd we im , = 
| nom Be fatioly's! 
wr T ty monk al wick gin = 
44 thee. YM 

* Leon. Of what ? 


„ Of bat! | 
1 1 
ee. afſur'd at once; thus tis for ever. 
|} Vho told thee that thy virtue was ſuſpected? 
| Who told thee 1 defign'd upon thy life? 
You found the dagger ; but that could not ſpeaks 
ter did I tell thee; who did tell thee then? 
; | Las. This to my face ? O Ren! | 8 
pain. A. This to thy very foul. 
Lan. Thou'rt not in carucit ? 

what A. Serious as death. | 

3 Lon. Then Heaven have mercy on thee! 

, Till now 1 firuggted not to think it true, 
u? | Tought copvidtion, and would not believe it. 

* ES Hop ous me ? this hai [a2 fu barns, | 4 
dge ff Her. Madam, ſtay. | 
ul, . 

Tis my turn now to fix you here a-whilez 
Ton, and your thouſand arts ſhall not eſcape me. | 

E Jon. Arts! 
4 _ 2 


„ rn nen 8 
F _ Teen. "Ti. im your rnnads..... ROSE Ps NO 
Mor. costes, confeſs, confeſs 3 L4 wel 
tis ir a bo amadan 
| Em 1 ren (0m ter, prefmgmnmenn 
Al. e 
Where did I ind this picture ? —_ ; 
Len. Ha, Don Carlos ? = | 
By my et oye, moe meme wan hy ww. | 
© Alon. 1 know it det is vice ſo very rank, 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare to dach it in wy face ? 
3 — — 
Lein. Repent. . Eo 
Ho. bb fins hw me ? Ix | 8 
„ Aftoniſhmens! 
Lan. bra, en think 1am heat? | 
ie. I Io an. 8 . | 
N. 
Alon. Hoa, Zanga! Ifabella! boa, ſhe bleeds. 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to aſſiſt her! 
n 
thee, 


Tho molt unjuſt. Now think me guilty . 
| Enter IsAnnLLa. 


len. Bear her to inſtant help. 3 
her. 
L. Vadappy ma! well mayſtthon guns al 
tremble ! 

nabe eee | 
Not on my blood, but en thy own -diftrattion. 
What haſt thou done ? whom cenſur d Leone 
When thou hadſt cenſur d, thou wouldſt fave ber lade; 
© incontifient! hould I fre in ſhame, 
Dr floop to any other means but this, 


1 


When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 


Cu2 KEVENGEA 


* 
T aſſert T affert my virtu 2 no, flic who > diſpures, | l 


Ara 


While anghe bue _— — 
While it might look like an excuſe to thee, == 


I dern d to vindicate my innocence ; 


11 

Brea. 3 

Which leaſt 1 feel, is that my dagger made. + 

| [ Wabella lead cut Leonora. 

' Mem. Ha! was this woman guilty ?—and if not— 

How my thought darkens that way! grant, kind 
| Heav'n, \ 


That ſhe prove guilty, or give being end. 
Is that my hope then—ſure the ſacred duſt 
eber that bore me trembles in its men. 


Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 
When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair ; 


In hell a refuge from ſeverer pain! Par ans. 
Ener Zane . | | 
Zan. How bead. the great account wis me and 
vengeance ? | | 
Tho' much is — i& omar mermmindd, 


And I will not abate a ſingle groan. | 
Ha! that were well—but that were fatal too 


Why, be it ſo—revenge fo truly great 


Would e 7 too cheap, if boaghe with leſs thaw life; 


| Came death, come hell then, tis refolv'd, tis done. 


Eater Is ABELLS. 


| Bib. Ak! Zanga, fre me tremble : has not yet 

Thy cruel heart its lt poor Leonora—— 

Zn Welers i bow, and gaps for der laſt breath 
What then ? we all muſt die. 

Jeb. Alonzo raves, + 

And, in the tempeſt of his grief, has dire 
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7 nnvancr ' 


Attempted on his life: . 
—̃ —— 
eee 
Thus in bis floem of forrow. After pane 

He ſtarted up, and calf aloud for Zanga; 

For Zanga rave; and fee, he ſeeks you: here, 
To learn that truth, which moſt he dreads to know. 
8 _ wo 


—— | 
" | Eater ALoNz0. | 
Aon. © Zanga! 
lor. I dave not. [ Falls ou n 


Zn. 1 — | 
Alan. Have I not cauſe ? 5 | 
Zin. As yet you have no cauſe. 

Ae. Dost thow 400 rave? 

Zan. Your anguiſh is to come. 
You much have been abus'd. 

_ Hon. Abus'd! by whom? 

Zan. To know, were little comfort. 

Alon. Ol twere much. 

Zan. Indeed! 

Alan. By Heav's! 1 ; 
Zan. Born for your ule, . N 
Al. Am | awake? 

_ Zan. For ever. 

Thy wife is guiltleſs, that's one tranſport to me: 

And I, I let thee know it ; that's another. 

I urg d Don Carlos to reſign his miſtreſs ; 

I forg's the letter, I diſpos d the picture; 

ans | 
Alan. Oh ! — 1 
ee er- 


3 r A 10 —Y ] 
hem ore you? creme me, ſhadow me with. lwedl, = 
_ ie inits, which delight in juſt revenge - | Do 
# tet Burape and her pallid fons go weep, | 
WEEN nd hen hundred chrones oejaice. 
bay dear countrymen | look down and fre — 
he Lbcftride your proſtrate conqueror! & 
now. ea Spain, and all ker kings. 
mate } Jarohis is mercy, this is my indulgence, ——= 
3 TJnmuſt awake him into horrurs. Hoa! 
Alonzo, boa; the Mor is at the gate; 


"Zen. Fall's Cheiſtian, thou miltak' my charadher. 
look on me. Who am 1? I know, thou fay'it 
The Moor, a ſlave, an abject, beaten flave, 
{Eternal woes to him that made me fo!) 

Int lpok again. Has fix years cruel bondage 
Eninguiſh'd majeſty fo far, that nought 
wee — 

1 Wheathe great Moorich king Abdalla fell, | 
Fell by thy hand accurs's, I fought faſt by him, 
His fon, tho” thro” his fondneſs in diſguiſe, 

+ Lek to expoſe me to th' ambitious foc. N 

you. I does it wake thee? o'er my father's corſc 
 $ Tihod aſtyjde, till 1 had clove thy creſt, 
And then was made the captive of a ſquadron, 4 

1 And funk into thy fervrant——but Ol what, 

e: }f What were my wages? hear not heav'n-nor earth! 
___ } Up wages were a blow, 12 I 

And from a mortal hand! 

Als. © villain! villain! 

Zan. All ſtriſe is vain. ci edn 
ths. Is thus my love return d? 


kikis my recompente } Make friends of tygers! | 
vor. IL N 


n 3 


: 


| Both innocenc, — buck by me. 


O puniſhment ! had Satan never fell, 


tate dee. afooaabs 


At leaſt have gently ſlept her foul away, 


_ Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. 


Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt lain, 


If men ſhould aft, who brought thee to thy end, 
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ms | | DTHE REVENGE 


Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt, * | 
—— 2 artery at 47 I 
Carlos is duiid, and Leonors dying; 


That heavenly maid, which ſhould have liv'd forever, 


Whoſe life ſhould have ſhut up as cv'ning flow'rs | 
At the departing fun—was murder d! murder'd! ' 
© ſhame! © guilt! O hbrror! O remorſe! 


Zan. MT ODS ther tes, ar well es hace hich 


Priam from Fortune's lofty ſummit fell, 

Great Alezander 'midſt his conqueſts mourn'd, 
Heroes and demigods have known their ſorrows, 
Czfars have wept, and I have had my blow; 
But ti reveng d, and now my work is done. 
Yet, ere I fall, be it one part of vengeance, 
To make even thee cunſeſt that I am juſt. 


Whoſe native country thou haſt hid in blood, 
Whoſe ſacred perſon, O thou haſt profan's, 
Whoſe reign extinguiſh'd : what was left to me 
80 highly born ? no Kingdom, but Revenge; 
No treaſure, but thy tortures, and thy groans. 


Tell them, the Moor, and they wilt not deſpiſe thee. | 
If cold white mortals cenſure this great deed, * 
Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior beings, _ 
Souls made of fire, and children of the fun, _ 
With whom revenge is virtue. 1 


But one thing grieves me, fnce thy death is nar, 


r 
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THE KEVENGE wp 


— —— oper bm | 
| 2 


; Am. As | have been 3 volture 16 thy heart, 
_ is wil} © be a zaven. wothine cars 
thee? | Bind rue as ever ſnuff d the ſtent of blood, 
ever flapp's its heavy wing againſt 
1 AA 
13 9 
w, | ns > te fb of to fgn and returns. 
ELL * The dreadful news is true. 
Zn. This too is well. The fd and noble mind 
Im al occurrence to its own advantage, = 
in, F adFil make vengeance of calamicy. 
| I Were 1 not thus reduc's, thou wouldft not know, 
Imad, | dare defy thee n. 
ce F Tame thou may; but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpiſe me. 
The blood will follow where the knife is driven, 
| 3 The feſh will quiver where the pincers tear, 
thee. den are foreign to the foub: not mine 
I lhe grome that iffec, or the tears that fall : 
They Gſobey me.' 'On the rack I feorn thee, 
; i uken my favichion clove thy helm in battle. 
— FF At Peace, villkia! 
4 Zan. While I live; old man, I'll peak : 
1 ind well I know thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
tis that wou'd rob thy blood-hounds of their prey. 
| Na | | 
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1 THE REVENGE 
. Man. Who calls Alonzo? n 
neee 
\ Mon. Ait Carlos” voice, and I obey. 
c 
— dhe dann. | 
r 
Were giv'n before; I am already dead, ue, 
2 „ | 
— 
Afric, thou art reveng'd—O Leonora 
Lecce give me ave; wy boo a yu, 
The whee!'s prepar'd; and you ſhall have it all; 
R - Wag ye Ret ws | 
| [ He goes to Alonzo's body. 
Þs this Alcazo ? where's the haughty mim ? 19 
— — — 
And art thou dead? fo is my enmity : 
Ivar not with the duſt; the great, the proud, 
The conqueror of Afric was my foc. 
A lion preys not upon carcaſſes. 
ded. Aer an. 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 
Now blazes, all thy guilt is in the grave. 
Never had man fuch funeral applauſe; 
If I lament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance! I have follow'd thee too far, 
| And to receive me hell blows all hes fires. 
— 
Av. Dreadful effect of jcaloufy! a rage 
In which the wiſe with caution will engage; 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, 
Where fway'd by nature we ourſelves deceive, 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 
And cach man finds a Zanga in his heart. 1 
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UB anther ſent me, is an humble frains- 


Why yu'd He the ofigring of bi brain: 
And proxy, promis d in your 
2 leaſt fix days of fame. 
Lite the brat, but flill bis faults can find, 

Hud, by the parent's leave, will ſpeak my mind. 


|” Gallents, pray tell me,.do you think "twas well, 


ÞÞ kt « willing maid lead apes in bell 
———— 
— 3 


1 fain ſet loving couples by the cr 
I troching theme this vile out landiſp faſbion : 
It weve been tanght in our good-natur'd clime, 


n, ju, is fl «crime, 


ted will be. fill ; for (not to blame the plot) 
Tlie bride, « miftreſs wwenjny'd ; | 

To kill ber on ſuſpicion, ce be be 5 
Whether the beinous crime were falſe or true. 
The prieff ſaid grace, ſhe met bim in the bower, 


B 
| FS | 3 


e IL 0e n. 
Love was ber errend ; but the bet-brai#d Spaniard, 
 dnflead of hue—produc'd—e filthy N — 

Had be been wiſe at this their private meeting, 
The proof & ti pudding had been in the 
| Madam bad then been pleas'd, and Don contented, 
Britons, be wiſe, and from this ſad example, 
Nee break @ bargain; but firſt take a ſample. 


Kb . 


THE 


ROTHE RS. 


A 
AG MS IT 
Add at the | 
Tararaz-Rovar in Davuny-Lans. | 
. By his M41jzsTY's Servants. 


_ * 0 
r ; ! 
” 


 FrROLOGUYE 
Written by Mr Dover, 


And fpoken by Mr Hava. 
THE tragic muſe, revolving many a page 


© | of Time's long records, drawn from every age, 


Nen not ber plans on low or trivial deeds, 

 Toſave bis country, then her pow rs inſpire, 

Flew bold Oppreſſon grinds a ſif "ring land; 

When the heen dagger gleams in Murder's hand- 

| When black Conſpiracy infetts the throng, 

e fell Revenge fits brooding o'er his wrong ; 

Then walls be forth in terror; at her frown 

| Guilt hints, appall d, tho" ſeated on a throne. 

ht the rack d ſoul when dark ſuſpicions rend, 

Fhen brothers bate, and ſons with ſires contend; 
tid love, the tenu'reft paſſion, turns to rage: 

Then grief on ev'ry viſage ſtands impreſs'd, 

td pity throbs in every feeling breaſt ; 

Hope, Fear, and Indignation riſe by turns, 

Aud the firong ſcene with various paſſion burns. 

Such is our tale :—nor bluſo if tears ſhould flow ; 

* Paid to human woe. 
drops new luſtre to bright eyes impart; 

The filent witneſs of a tender heart: 

Sach drops adorn the nobleſt hero's cheek, 


Hed paint bis worth in jtrckes that more than ſpeak © 


Nat be who cannot weep, but be who can, 
Sews the great ſoul, and proves himſelf a man. 
Ta o not idly grieve at athers pain, 

Ne let the tears of nature fall in vain : 


Watch the cloſe crimes from whence their ills have grown, 


Cun rs, 


mien, the Theacies Princefs, Mrs Bellamy. 


PHILIP, King of Macedon, 
Pens 68, his elder Son, 
Daura ius, his younger Son, 
Praicz 8, the Friend of Perſeus, 
AnTrG0Nvs, a-Miniſter of ſtate, 
Drxas, the king's Favourite, 


PosTwunivs,} Roman Am- Mr Winſtone. 
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THER 
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A.& TL 
Fater CUR TIUS and POSTHUMIUS. 


Cur rius. 

HERE's ſometliing of magnificence about us 

1 have not ſeen at Rome. But you can tell me. 

[Gazes round. 

, N Tree : hither Bt on former Smbades, 
Ilnew this ſplendid Court of Macedon, | | 1 
Got. His pride preſumes 9 
[ Io west us here like ſubjects, more than Romans, 

 Nore than ambaſſadors, who, in our boſums, | 
* Har peace and war, and throw him which we pleaſe, 
2 
INI. This Philip only, ſince Rome's glory roſe, 
Preſerves its grandeur to the name of king, 
{| Like a bold ftar, ty, t ſhews its fires by day. 
1 the Greek, who — before him, 
| | 5 the grey dawn before the blaze of noon: 
Philip had ne'er been conquer'd, but by Rome; 
1 Dee 
n. I know his public character. 
VN. It pains me 
| Toturn my thoughts on his domeſtic ſtate. 
|} There Philip is no god; but pours his heart, 
| IB crafelefs groans, o'er his contending ſons; 
| And pays the ſecret tax of mighty men | 
. — 
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— Whack thus afllicts him? 
_— From this Philip's bed 
Two Alezanders ſpring, 

Cure. And but one world? 
*T will never do. | 

Ni. They both are bright; but one 
Bemnignly bright, as ſtars to mariners : 
And one a comet, with malignant blaze, 
Denouncing ruin. 


Curt. You mean Perſeus. 

NM. True. , 

— — 

Soon after he was ſent 

When Philip fear d the thunder of our arms. | 
Rome's manners won him, and his manners Rome; 
To his high worth, the conduct of his father, 


This gave him all the hearts of Macedon; J 


FEST OS Bi purnage bom ANN, 
Inflames his jealous brother. 

Curt. Glows there not 
A ſecond brand of eumity ? 

Prji. O yes; 
© Curt. I've partly heard 
Her ſmother'd ſtory. 

Poſt. Smocher'd by the king; 
And wiſcly too; but thou ſhalt hear it all. 
Not feals of adamant, not mountains whelm'd 
On guilty ſecrets, can exclude the day. 

Long burnt a fix'd hereditary hate 

Between the crowns of Macedon and Thrace; 
_ The, fword by both too much indulg'd in blood. = 
r 
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— bold in vain: I 

Jut, with unkingly crucity, deſay d | 
Two lane fons. within their mother's arms; 
Thus meaning te tread out thoſe ſparks of war 
. 1 
Que child-alone: furviv'd.;; a female infant, 
Amid theſe horrors, in the cradle fmil'd. 

Git. What of that infant? 
3} Thi vidior took, and gave her to his queen. 
The child was bred and honour'd as her oon: 
de gew, ſhe bloom'd; and now her eyes repay 
Her brother's wounds on Philip's rival fons. | 
n. Is then Erizene that Thracian child ? 
| Is juſt the gods ! from out that ruin'd houſe 
Be took a brand to ſet his own on fire. 
Af. To give thee, friend, the whole in miniature, 
| This is the picture of great Philip's court: : 
Majeſtic fits, like Jove, enthrun d in darkneſs ; 
His fons are as the thunder in his hand; 
And the fair Thracian princeſs is a ſtar 
That ſparkles by, and gilds the ſolemn ſeene. 

[ Shouts beard. 

"Tis their great day, ſupreme of all their year, 
The fam'd luſtratiou of their martial powers; 
ee ee 
* If he provokes a war, his empire ſhakes, 

2 And all her lofty glvries nod to ruin. wp” 
Git. Who comes ? . 
M. o, that's the jealous elder brother; 
i manners, as in form. 
| ve the fire high dirth and empire kindle! 
Ver. IL. 0 
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n wn” 
turns, 

nan 

At Athens. Shun his walk : our own debate = 

I now at hand. We'll feek his lion fire, 

Who daes to frown on us, his conquerors, 

And carvies ſo much monarch on his brow, | 

6— — 

[Exenat, 


Enter Pens tus aud Pries. 


Perf. "Tis empire! empire! — 2 a 

Make facred all I do, or can attempt! 

Had I been born a ſla ve, I ſhould affect it: 

My nature's fiery, and, of courſe, aſpires. 

Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 

All end of giving; and procures contempt, 

Inſtead of gratitude. An empire loſt, 

Deſtroy'd, would leſs confound me, than refign'd, 
Peric. But are you ſure Demetrius will attempt? 
Perf. enn, 

tunes? No. 

To fire him to dominion : to blow up 

A civil war: then to ſupport him in it: 

He gains the name of king, and Rome the por. 

Peric. This is indeed the common art of Rome. 

eau a 
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Nn 
Yet more; what words diſtil from his red lip 
To gull the multitude! and they make kings. | 
Ten thouſand fools, knaves, cowards, lump'd togethes, | 
Mi 13 
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ie & this all : the fookh Theacian maid | 
Prefers the boy to me. 
Pk. And does that pain your? 
Perſe © Pericles, to death. It is moſt true, 
Theo? hate to him, and not thro” love for her, 
Ipaid my ſrrſt addreſſes; but became 
dies: The fool | feign's: my fighs are now fincere. 
8 ib finarts; it burns: O that twere fition fill? 
I Heav'n ſhe feems more beauteous than dominion! 
— = 0ogghtamn eaten 
; wors | Unleſs you gain the King. 
I But how to gain him? | 
Ad men love novelties ; the laſt arriv'd | 
till pleaſes beſt; the youngeſt ſteals their finiles. 
Peric. Dymas alone can work bim to his pleaſure; 
i ctcem, and keeper of his heart. 
| M To Dymas thou; and win him to thy will. 
d. hb. the mean time Tl feek my double rival ; 
wt? © Cur his preſumption, and erect myſelf | 
> vie | all the dignity of birth, before him. 
*F Vhate'er can ſtir the blood, or fway the mind, 
T EHSnoow at flake; and double is the loſs, L 
_ When an inferior bears away the prize. 
OY Peric. Your brother, drefs'd for the folemnity. 
me N To Dymas'fly gain him, and think on this; 
ering | & prince indebted is a fortune made. | Exit Peric. 
=” Enter Dun TRIUS. 


Dem. How, brother! unattir'd! have you forgot 
Vhat pomps are due to this illuſtrious day? 
M. 1 am no gewgaw for the thacng to gaze at: 
3 Gmc ave defign's by Nature but for ſhew; 
— Io, of that no more; for ſhame, gird on 
_ I ghar ring arms, and look like any Romas, 
, je 0 

13 | « 
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But what is this-that danales my wenk fight 2 
There's nine in thy beaver. 

Dem. "Tis that helmet | 
Which Alezander wore at Granicus. 
| Peoſi/ When he fubdu's the world? Ha! is't nord? 
What world haſt thou fubdu's ? O yes, the fais. 
Think'ſt thou there could. in Macedon be found 

No brow might fuit that golden blaze but thive? 
_ T_T 

Jar not for teifles. | 
Perf Nothing is & trifle 
That argues the prefamption of the foul. | 
Dem. "Tis they preſume, who know not to deſerve 

| Perf. Or who, deſerving, feorn ſaperior merit. . 
r 
Wave private wrath, and vuſh upon the ee 1 
Of Macedonia. ' 
| Perf. No; Þ would act wound 

Demetrius' friends ! 

Dem. Demetrius” friends! 

Per. The Romans. - 

You copy Hannibal, our yreat ally : 
Sap, at what altar was you ſworn their foe, _ 
Peace-making brother! wherefore bring you peace, 
But to prevent my glory from the field ? 
The peace you bring was meant as war to me. 

Dem. Perſeus, be bold when danger all your own: 
War now were war with Philip more than Rome. 
ann.. En 


Met BR the Wn, tb ig 
With Coctes, or with Curtias cap the gulph, © 
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'Þ | Hind league not with the vices of our foes. 


+, Dom. What vices ? 
r With their women, and their wits.. 
Your idol Latius, Lakus the polite. | 


= Thear, Sir, you take wing, and mount in metre. 


Terence has on d your aid; your comrade Terence! 
Cod-like ambition! Terence there, the flave! 

Dem. At Athens bred, and to the arts a foe! 
Perſ, at Athens bred, and borzow arts from Rome! 
Dem. Brother, I've done: let pur contention contention ceaſe: 


Our mother ſhudders at it in her grave 3. | 
Aud how has Philip mourn'd! A dreadful foe 
 Andawful king; but, O! the tend'reſt parent 
| That ever wept in fondneſs o'er a child 


Perſ. Why, ay; go tell your father ; fondly throw 
Your arms around him; firoke him. to your purpoſe, 


As you are wont: I boaſt not ſo much worth; 


Ian no picture, by the doating eye | 
To be ſurvey'd, and hung about his neck. 


3 I fight his battles; that's all | can do. 
But if you boaſt a piety fincere, 


n you may ſecure your father's peace, 
And one alone—Refign Exixene. 


Den. You flatter me, . 


Ve run our fates together ; you deſerve, 
And ſhe can judge; proceed we then like friends; 


} Aud he who gains her beart, and gains it fairly, 


Let him enjoy his gen'rous rival's too. 

Perſ. Smuot h- ſpeaking. infincere, infulting boy l. 
kthen my crown. uſurp'd but half thy crime? 
Deliſt, or, by the gods that ſmile on blood, 


| Nat thy fine form, nor yet thy boaſied peace, 


ir patronizing Rome, nor Philip's tears, 

Nor Alezander's helmet; no, nor more, 
His zadiant form, ſhould it alight in thunder, 
in horas! its new divinity between us, 

| 0 


AN 


* 
* 
* 
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Dem. Kaw's this? the waves me'er ram thus bak 
before. 
Reſign thee! yes, Erixenc, with life ! 
Thou in whoſe eye, fo modeſt, and fo dright, 
Love ever wakes, amd keeps a veſtal fire, 
Ne'er ſhall I wean my fond, fond heart from thee. 


; But Perſeus warns me to rouſe all my pow'rs. 


As yet I float in dark uncertainty ; 
For, the” the finites, 1 found not her defigns:. 
Fll fly, fall, tremble, weep upon her feet : 
And learn (O all ye gods) my final doom! 
My father! ha! and on his brow deep thoughe 
— — > 
Which ſtrike a damp tho all my flames of love. 
| Enter Nine and Auro nus. 
King. Kings of their envy cheat a fooliſh world. 
Fate gives us all in ſpite, that we alone : 
Might have the pain of knowing all is nothing. 
The ſcemang means of bliſs but heighten woe, 
— pn oy 7 
Henee kings, at leaſt, bid faireſt to be wretched. 
Ant. True, Sir, tis empty, or tormenting, all. 
The days of life are ſiſters; all alike, 
None juſt the fame ; which ſerves to fool us on 
Thro' blaſted hopes, with change of fallacy : 
While joy is like to-morrow, ſtill to come, 
Nor ends the fruitleſs chace but in the grave. 
King. Ay, there, Antigonus, this pain will ceaſe, 
Which meets me at the banquet, haunts fy pillow, 
Nor, by the din of arms, is frighted from ne. 
Conſcience, what art thou ? thou tremendous power! 
ent tema) * 


un ith à peat of thander, to 


rut vROTHEAS. au 
— ancthie fer, | | * 


e eee 
ann ent the monarch frankly as the flave. 


How doſt thou light a torch to Aſtant derds? 

lake the paſt preſent, and the forure frown ; 

How, ever and anon, awake the fou),. . 
horrors, 


| I this long rveſtſefs dream, which —_— 
lay, viſe men flarter with the name of life. | 

t. You think we auch. EN 
King. 1 d6 not tik at all. 


—— — thoughts, 
And paint my dreams with images of dread. 
Lat hight, in fleep, I faw the Thracian 


ful het two murder'sd fons. — 
Rs 2 webs. 2 


heart ? 
Jaw trook my couch?! and when the morning rame, 
The formidable picture ſtill ſubſiſted, | 
And flowly vaniſh'd from my waking eye. 
It forme heavy vengeance hangs in air, 8 
Wees deities infuſe theſe thoughts, 1 
To warn my foul of her approaching doom. 1 
As heak a ruthleſs heart; they meaſure blood 
Jy (ops, and bait not one in the repay. 
Guld infants hurt me ? "Twas not like a king. 
at. My Lerd, I do coofels rhe gads ave with us; | 
Rnd ar our fide in ev'ry act of life, 
And on our pillow watch each ſecret 
Nay, fee it in its embryo, yet unborn; 


but their wrath ctaſes vn remorſe for guilt; 
And well Fknow your ſorrows touch yous ſors; | 
| Nevis it poſfible but time muſt quench 
Their flaming ſpirits in a farker's tears. 
Kin. Vain comfort! 1 this moment overheard 


ds T2 
* | BROTHER: 
iy ping nm try ave wy ma 
—̃ ̃ — — | 
— rag wounds, 
Where to ſtrike — 
1 deep her arrows in himſelf. 
: — gens orange 
A fuker's and counke; on, while hee, 0 
— — — broils 
with 
2 — 3 
— — n your tomb 
of pain: the Romaus? Periſh Rome! | 
Thrice happy. they who flecp in humble life, 


the ſtorm ambition blows. "Tis meet 


— o_ - 
—.— of alittle envy ; | 
— — — 
— Firſt T.beus a: UH 
King. — — — + 
3 j— fiery : let her find me © 
5 Too late - 
E you felt Rome's 
neo 
OE. IEC ˖ — 
18 your ruin; 
—— Theſſaly, Iyrium, Rome has 
— — | 
— my thinn d. 
What would be left of empire? | 2 


* 
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If as an enemy, let her proceed, 
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all! | 
[Þ take my'theone. ven i the — 


* 
benen us, Dehn tes, Conrtiers, Ne. attending. 
ern ente and Cunts, the emits ambaſ- 
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Gur friends groan out, lind you have heard at ladge, 
Rome now expects an anfwer. dhe fits jualge, 


And will have right on earth. 


King. Expects an anſwer! 


15 thall anſwer-as becomes a king, 


Þ Or mare, Sr; . becomes » friend of Rowe. 
Kirg. Or Alexander's heir, to riſe ſtill higher. 

Jut tothe purpoſe. Thus a king to thor 
That wanld make kings, and puff them our at pleaſure. 
r x 
My cities, which deſerted in my wur, i 
Feen it meet eo punith : you deny d me. 

When I bad ſhook the walls of Marena, | 
You pluck'd me thence, and took the taken town. 
They you fent word | ſhould retire from Greece, 
Semqueſ at my door, by nature mne; 4 
And faid, Here end 'thy realm; — 
and gods ye (ball be ere Rome humbles me. 

Al this is dne; yer Philip-is your friend! 

F this buys friendfhip, where can you find foes ! 
In vhat regard will fiery Rome look upon tac? | 

VF as a friend, too precious Tet lier hold 

Her own eſteem, to caſt a ſtain on wine: 


And do as the has done; me herd no more. 
Mn ee 0 wo wrong; yet 2 


2 to-day an emo dee Their purpoſe, = 
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| To-morrow fets it right. If Philip eee 

„ 
which, perhaps, too ſtrongly 

A OO he Mew — 

n 


S ö 
Why: here detain you, pris ner of your pow'r, 
His daughter, who was once Rome's good ally, 
The King of Thrace? Why is the nor reflr'd'? | 
Far our nem meeting you'll provide an anſwer. 
Wind avxe:b qufl, foils Gds we en. 2 1. 


11 ts Demetrius. | 


But mark this well, there yes ſome little diſtance, 
Philip, between a Roman and a king. | 
[Exentt Romans 
King. How: fay'ſt, unſeptred Monarch! this tome! | 
With Hannibal I cleft you Alpine rocks; 1 
With — choak'd Thrafmene with flaughter: 
But, © the night of Canna s raging field ! | 
When half the Roman ſenate lay in blood 
Withous our tent, and groan'd, as we carous'd 
Immortal gods ! for ſuch another hour! 
73 Rome. 
. ; 
"Two paiicus enly take up all wy foul; ak of 


TUE BROTHERS. 
Irony near, my fone, and liſten to my age. 
2 alliance muſt a king ſecure; 
Eder fafinin w five dis paw's. 
i alliances with Rome arc necdful, 
Much more among ourſelves. If I muſt bear, 
Vamov'd, an inſult from a ſtranger's brow, 
Shall not a brother bear a brother's look 
; | ny that your confrious hearts cam tell you, 
* | bitoormoſt itvere ? Two fons alone __ 
| © þ Kpecxomn'd my bed, andihey two are not brothers, 
LEES Tons, and, fron wy hang) cogants tp yr = 
dad you do—O Kt me gh no mare! | 
| Lettheſe white bairs put in a claim to peace! | 
I Henceforth my fole contention with my 
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Dem Father, if fimple Nature ever 

Io her own language, orning uſeleſs words, 

Iake"thee to my heart; | fold thee in it. 

[Emvracing Perſeus. 

Our father bids, and that we drank one milk 

h; now the fmalleſt motive of my love. 

as } View they were born, was faint to what | fecl. 
ew. See, Dinekes, if he does not weep! his love 

Runs o'er in venerable tears. I'm rude; 


l Nature will prevail—My king! my father! 


ies . 
3 


& 
N 
N 
Bag 


n rar orn. 


— hed in Macedouia!. #2 60 
King. Benot thou, Perſeus, jealous ofithy-beothes, 
Nor thou, Demetrius, prone to give him ca, 
Nor either thin of empire till Vm dead. '* 
You need not; you-reign/now; my heart is yours, 
Sheath. your reſentments in your father's peace; 
. both, and fear it there. » 
[Embracing bis ſous. 
Ant. Look. down. ye gods, 6 


you can, 
This fight fos one more lovely. What fo ſweet, 
$6 beautiful, on carth, and, ak! f@ race, 
This, this alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee. ' 
See this, proud eaſtern Monarchs, and look pale; 
Armies are routed, realms o'er-run by this. 


King. Or if leagu'd worlds ſuperior force ring, 


T ratber die a father than a king, . 
Fathers alone a father's heart can know, 
What ſecret tides of ſtill enjoyment flow 


En RE A ONT IS | 


L 


e 
| Eiter PERSEUS. 


| PzRSEUTS. 
WII laiters my ambaſſador to Dymas ? 


| ꝗꝙ97— — an hele of empivs. 
— 


1 


{ 


His greatacſs will not ſure preſume to ſeors. | 


eceeds, | 
cds. 
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Enter PunicLus. 


| 3 


Pic. He's cautious, Sir, be c ſubtle, 8 
is now for you, now for your brother; 


"| For both, and neither: he's a ſummer-inſect, 
| And loves the ſunſhine : on his gilded wings, 


While the ſcales waver, he'll fly doubtful round you, 
And fing his flatteries to both alike : 
The ſcales once fix'd, he'll fettle on the winner, 


| Bat what ſucceſs had you, Sir, with your brother? 


Pe. All, all my hopes are at the point of death 
The boy triumphant keeps his hold ia love: 


Vith all th intoxication of ſucceſs. 


Darkneſs incloſes me; nor fee I light 
From any quarter dawn, but from his death. 


| 


Peric, Why ſtart at his death who relolves on yours: 
Nu. Refolves on mine! 

* Have you not mask d the Prince? 
You have : with what a beam of 


Deere firikes facred awe! pars, EY 
| Haked as it is. Whom loves ſhe then? 


Demetrius? No; Rome's darling, who, no doubt, 
Dares court her, with your empire. And ſhall Perſcus 


ie that loſs '—Thus he refolves your death. 


vor. IL 


Ferſ. Moſt true. What crime then to rike fixſt? 
But how? 
Or when ? = We? © Frakes! eli met 
Ni. Tie 
W The Seer then for me. | | 
Pole, Wait an occaboe that befriends your withes. 
Perf” Go, fool, and teach a cataract to creep ! 


| Gn thirſt of empire, vengeance, beauty, wait? 


Poi. in the meantime accept a ſirgzagem 
P 


3 TAI 


That muſt ſecure your empire or your love. 
Your brother's Roman friendſhips gall no leſs 
The King than you : he dreads their e 
Dymas hates Rome; ant Dymas has a daughter. 
How can the King fo powerfully fix 
Demetrius faith, as by his marriage there? 
For Dymas, thus, Rome's ſworn eternal foe, 
And furety for his conduct. 
Perf. Trae—but thas | 
Our art defeats itſelf. My brother gains 
The fav'rite, and fo ſtrengthens in his treaſon. 
Pers. Think you he'll wed her? No; the Prig- 
ceſs” eye 
Makes no ſuch ſhort-liv'd conqueſt. "He'll refule, 
And thus effe&t what I have ftrove in vain: 
Yes; he'll refuſe; and Dymas, in his wrath, 
Will lift for us and vengeance—Then the King 
Win. doubtleſs, much reſent his ſon's refuſal; | 
Perſ. My precious friend, I thank thee. 1 
On ardent hope: I think it cannot fail. 
Go, make thy court to Dymas with this ſcheme: 
Begone—Erizene ?—1'll feed her pride { Looking ant, | 
Once more; but not expend my breath in vain. 1 
This meeting ſtamps unakerable fate; 
I will wed her, or vengeance. 
Eater III ond D3LIA. 


O Erixene! - 

O Princeſs! colder than your Thracian faows! 
See Perſeus, who ne er loop d but to the yods, 
Why have I conquer d —Becauſe you are fair. 
What's empire but a title to adore you. 
Why do Inner in my lincage high 
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© without a bluſh may liften to my vows. 8Þ” 
T My anceſtor ſobdu'd the world. I dare | 
. | nnd his pride, and grafp at more in you. 
| Shdurate maid! or turn, or I expire. 
I r 
ad blame himſelf alone; and, if tis fate, 
Tis fate in all: why then your blame on me? 
| My crown's precarious thro the chance of war; 
But ſure my heart's my. own. Each villager 
I. Þ queen of her aſſections, and can vent 
. Prin. | Her arbitrary ſighs where er the pleaſes. 
Shall then the daughter of a race of kings— 
fals, M Madam, you juſtly blame the chance of war.: 
| | The gods have been unkind : I am not fo. | 
| No, Perſeus comes to counterbalance fate. 
I Thrace ne er was conquer d,. —if you ſmile on me. 


'S | Silent! obdurate Milk! as cold as death! 

Un ns Demetrius 5 

te wing | Erix. Prince, I take your meaning. 
e mens 


y Tho ove hes have my mind, 3 6 cx judge 
| What ſprings controul the paſſions of the great. 
1 Ambition is firſt miniſter of ſtate; 
| Love's but a ſecond in the cabinet; 
* enn he feather there his unfledg'd ſhaft 
| 4 HJit from Ambition's wing : but you conceive 
12 lee ſanguine hopes from him whom Rome ſupports, 
8 Than me. You view Demetrius on my throne; 
4 Andthence he ſhines indeed. His charms from thence 
* | Tranſpierce your foul, enamour d of dominion- 
I. Why, now you ſhew me your profound 
eſteem ! 


[ Demetvius' guilt alone has charms for me ; 
| Pa 
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"Tis not the prince, but tale wins my love. = 

Such infuls are not boek d by royal minds, 

Howe'er their fortunes ebb ; and, tho” I mourn, 

An orphan, and a captive, gods there are@@. » 

Fear then an orphan's, and a captive's wrong, 
Perſ. Your cruci treatment of my paſſion — 

But PII not talk. —This, Madam; only this 

Think not the cauſe, the curſed cauſe of all, 

Shall langh fecure and triumph in my pangs. 

No; by the torments of an heart on fire, 

| She gluts my vengeance who defrauds my love! [ Exit, 

Dix. What have I done? —— 


rage 
Has maten d him hence on il! I frown on Perſeus, | 
And kill Demetrius. 
Delia. Madam, fee the Prince. 
| Euter DeMETRIUS. 


_ Erix. Ah, Prince! the tempeſt, which © long has 
lower'd, 

Is now full ripe, and, burſting o'er your head. 
This moment Pericus' malice ſlam'd befure me; 
ViOurious rage broke thro' his wonted guard, 
And menac'd loud your ruin. Fly, O fly! 
'This inſtant. 

Dem. To what refuge? 

Dem. Madam, tis prudent; I confels it is: 
But is it loving as true lovers ought, 

—— . — 
I boaſt not fo much wiſdom: i prefer | 
Death at your feet before the world wichout you. 
Eri. In danger thus extreme 

Dem. Oh, moſt belov'sd ! 


d = , 
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melden execute my brother's purpoſe 
By fuck a flight. At that his clamour, rage, © 
And menace aim; to chace a rival hence, 4 
And keep the field alone. Oh! ſhall 1 leave him | 
To gaze whole days, to learn to read your eye, 
r 


hd 


—— — Qatow oboe yep ws": | 
P 
@death! to-miniſter in little things; - % IT 
———— 

And do it ere well form'd in your own mind! 
Gods! gods! while worlds divide me from my Princeſs, 
— 
De be could reach her feet. 

Dir. If Perſeus love 


Nins you, it pains me more. Is your heart griev'd? 
| Nine is tormented: but fince Philip's telf 
| b love's great advocate, a flat refutal 


But blows their rage, and haſtens your deſtruction, 
Had I not that to fear, were you ſecure, | 
Id caſe my boſom of its full diſdain, 
And daſh this bold preſumer on his birth. 
Jut, fee! the grand proceſſion. | 

Dem. We muſt join. it. 


Eater the King, ane. Romans, Au r- 
Sonus, &c. 


Let the praceſſion halt, and here be paid, 
Before yon flaming altar, thanks to Heav'n, 
That brings us ſafe to this auſpicious day; 
The great luſtration of our martial pow'rs, 
Which, from its diſtant birth to preſent tim, 
Caſolds the glories of this ancient empire, 


1 


1 
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er en which pew 
.cedes ? [ Pointing, 
— —— RE 
Ot great Alcides. We're ally'd to Heav'nz 
And you, | think, call Romulus a god. 
That, Philip, ſecond of our name; and here, 
ehndebbon min, wick wi deteind .. 
Hurt d proud Darius like a ſtar from Heav'n, 
With lefſer lights around him, flaming down, 
And bid che lauceFd fons of Macedonia 
Drink their own Ganyes. 
| Perſe Give him his helmet, brother. 
[ Afide to Demetrins 
Ling. You lead the troops that join in mock ew 
counter, 
And in no other may you ever meet! [To bis Sau, 
. 
The victor, as our ancient rites decree, | 
Muſt hold a feaſt, and triumph in the bowl. A 
Dem. I long, my Lord, to fee the charge begin: 
The beandiſh'd fauichion, and the claibing helm, 
Tho' but in ſport, it is a ſport for men: | 
Raw Alexander thus began his fame, 
And overthzew Darius firſt at home. 
We'll practiſe oer the plans of future conqueſts, 
While neighbouring nations tremble at our play, 
And own the fault in fortune, not in us, | 
That we but want a foe to be immortal. | 
Perf. You have ſupply d my wants: I thank you, 
brother. 4 


King. [ Riſing and er ming f rwards, Muſic. 
How vain all outward effort to fupply 
The nd ub ov? —— 
And muſic diſcord, when. the heart is low: 
Avert its omen! What a damp hangs on me! 


— my 
of 9 Y my" * 


yon, 


OY 
! _ * 
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The ſurface of my ſoul, not enter there : 


ghe does not dance to this inchanting ſound. | 
How, like a broken inſtrument, beneath 5 
The ita rouch, my joylefs heart lyes dend, 
Nor anfwers to the maſter's hand divine! ' 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 

At ev'ry little breath Misfortune blows ; 

Till, left quite naked of their happinefs, 


'F HI the chill blaſts of winter they expire. 


This is the common lot. Have comfort then : 
Your grief will damp the triumph. | 
(King. It is over. 
CO = + OPER 


| And now this fantom of a Sight begins. 


Fair Princeſs, you and I will go together, 

As Pram and bright Helen did of old, | 

To view the war. Your eyes will yake them bolder, 

And raiſe the praiſe of victory itſelf. 

[Ml go ont but Perſeus, who bas obſerved Demetrius 
and Enzene all this time converſing, aud ſtays behind 
draghtful and difturbed. 

Perf. Before my face ſhe feeds him with her fmiles 3 

The King looks on, nor diſapproves the crime; 

And the boy takes them as not due to me; 

Without remorie as happy as ſhe'lt make him. 

Feridh all three! I'll ſeek allies elſewhere ; 

Father, and brother, nay, a miſtreſs too. 


| Deſtruction, rife! tho' thou art black as Night 


Thy mother, and as hideous as Deſpair, 

In claſp thee thus, nor think of woman more. 
How the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 
Her poiſon! © to ſtab him in her arms! 


eee 


5 | Fater Prntetns. " 
Pevic. Where is my Prince? The nation's 1 


wing 3 

No bom but exults, 0 hand but dear 
A garland or a trophy: and ſhall Perſeus —— 
Perf. Vengeance | | [Shout within, 
Peric. —— 
Per ſ. Give me my vengeance ! | 
Peric. Forty thouſand men, | 

In poliſh'd armour, ſhine againſt the ſun. AS 
Perf. Dare but another word, and not of ven» 


And I will uſe thee as I would—my brother. 
Peric. Vengeance | on whom? | 
Per/. On him. | 
Peric. What vengeance ? 

. Perf. Blood! | 

Peric. "Tis yours. 

Perf. What god will give it me? 

Peric. Your own right hand. 

Perf. I dare not—for my father. 

eric. You ſhall dare. 
"Per. Shak then duoc give enconragrment h | 

Unfold thy purpoſe; I'll outſhoot the mark. | 

Peric., Where are you going ? 

Per ſ. To the mock encounter. 

Peric. What more like mock cncounter than the 
„true? | 

Def. — dead! "Twas accident ; ts 

crror: | 

No matter what. Ten thouſand ſhare the blame. / | 
Peric. Hold, Sir, I had forgot: on this occaſion 

eb 

Inſtead of ſwords. 


Perl. An ofier were enough. 


F LT” 4 Pp 


ven 
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| mo pains my heart plants thunder im my hand. 


Foie. Bur thould this fail 

Nen. Impoſſible. 

Peric. But, ſhould it, 

The banquet follows. 

Perſ. Poiſon in his wine. 

Ithank the gods ; ———— 
Idraw immortal vigour from that bowl. | 
Peric. Nay, ſhould both fail, the field and ban- 


quet too, 


All fails not; fairer hopes to fair fucceed: | 


For know, my Lord, the King receiv'd with joy 


The marriage ſcheme, and ſent for Dymas daughter. 


Perf. Then there's a ſecond bowl of poiſon for him. 
Peric. Yet more: this ev'ning thoſe ambaſſadors, 
Which Philip ſent to Rome, beneath the name 

Of public buſineſs, but in truth to learn 

Your brother's conduct, are expected home. | 
Perf. Thoſe whom | ſwore, before they parted hence, 
In dreadful ſacraments of wine and blood, 


fla being back ſuch reports as ſhould deſtroy him: 


And what if, to complete our ſecret plan, 


We ſeign a letter to bis friend the Conſul, 


To ſtrengthen our ambafladors report. 
Peric. That care, my Lord, be mine: 1 know a 
knave, 


Grown fat on forgery ; he'll counterfeit 


Old Quintius' hand and feal, by former letters 
dent to the King, which you can gain with caſe. 
Peri. Obſerve—'T bis morning at their interview, 


The Romans, in eſſect, inſorm d the King 


That Thrace was theirs, and order d him reſtore 


Ine Princes. This will give much air of truth, 


E our furg'd letters ſay the Romans crown 
Demetrius King of Thrace, and promiſe more. 
Peric. My Lad, it hall be done. N 


THE BROTHERE 


„„ 
Such ſwift obedience : like the rapid wheel. 
F kindle in the courſe ; I'm there already; 

* Snatch the bright weapon; bound into my feat;. + | 
Strike, triumph, ſre him gaſping on the ground, 
When godlike ends by means unjuſt ſucceed, 
Virtue s a ſhackle, under fair diſguiſe, 

LE. 


ue PERSEUS: © 


PERSEUS. 
C. in ill, like cowards in the Geld, 
Are ſure to be defeated. To ſtrike home, 
In both, is prudence : guile begun, muſt fly. 
6 


Exter PERIELES. 


a 

Perf. Diſturb not my devotions ; they decline 
The beaten track, the common path of prayer— 
Ye pow'rs of darknefs, that rejoice in ill, 
All fworn by Styx, with peſtilential blaſts 
To wither ev'ry virtue in the bud, 
To. keep the door of dark confpiracy, 
And ſnuff the grateful fumes of human blood! 
From fulphur blue, or your red beds of. fire, 


[3 


ad in dread codtralt to the golden fan, 
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- | aug, burkting theo! the barriers of this world, 
. 
counted, 


And bowl aloud your formidable joy, 


| While I tranſport you with the fair record 


The cunning eye of Jealouly itſelf. 
Paſ. lis well. Art thou appris'd of what hath 


Iturn'd, as taught by thee, to real rage. 


it blaſted be the cowards which 1 led! 


{| They trembled at a boy. | 


Peric. Ha! 
Perſ. Mark me well. 


The villains fled ; but ſoon my prudence turn d 


To good account that momentary ſhame, 
Thus pretend twas voluntary flight 
To fave a brother's blood, accuſing him 
As author of that conflict I declin's, 
And he purſu'd with arduur and fucceſs. 
Peric. That's artful. What enſu d? 
Per/. The banquet ſullow d, | 
Feld by the victor, as our rites require; 


{ To which his cafy na ure, ſoon appeas d, 


lied me. I went not, but ſent ſpies, | 
Tokam what paſs'd; which ſpies, by chance detected 


6 a 
* * * 92 
* * | * 
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(Obſerve me) were ill-us d. 

Peric. By whom ? your brother! 

Pet No; by his fons of riot. He ſoon after, 
Not knowing that my ſervants were abus d, 
Kind, and gay-hearted, came to viſit me. 
They who miſus d my ſpies, for ſelf-defence, 
Conceal'd their arms beneath the robes of peace. 
nne 

Peric. You twok occaſion, from theſe few in arms, 
To charge a murderous aſſault on all. | 
+ Perf. True, Pericles : but mark my whole addref, 
Againſt my brother fwiſt I bar my gates, 
Fly tomy father, and with artful tears 
Accuſe Demetrius; firſt, of turning ſports, 

And guiltleſs exerciſe, to mortal rage 
Then of inviting me (ſtill blacker guilt) 

To ſmiling death in an envenom'd bowl; 

And laſt, that, both theſe failing, mad with rage, 
Be threw his ſchemes of baſiled art afide, 
And with am d men avow'dly ſought my life. _ . 

P.ric. Three ſtartling articles, and well coucented, 
Following each other in an eaſy train, 0 
With fair ſimilitude of truth. „ 

How bore your father? 

Poef. Oh! he hook! he fell! 3 
Nor was his fleeting foul recall'd with caſe. 

Peric, What faid he, when recover d? 

Per ſ. His zefolve ; 

I know not yet; but, ſee, his minion comes, 

And comes perhaps to tell me—but I'll go, 

Suitain my part, and echo loud my wrongs. 

Nought ſo like innocence, as perfect guilt. [ 

If he brings: aught of moment, you'll inform me. 
TAN gres of, be is ſeized by e 


„Iren 


* af ov 
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3 * Eater Den | 


* | | Pei. How fares the King ? 
G Dn. Ev's as an aged nk 

— On has of the frm | 
3 —— — — 


ace. Tet fill he lives, and on the mountain grows; | 
— dung in aſſſiction, awful in his wounds, a 
ann, | ad more rever'd in ruin than in glory. , 
ddrefs 


Pre. I hear Prince Peres has acens'Chis brother. 

Dyn.' True; and the King's cams a! are now 
gone forth 

To throw them both in chains; for firther thought 

| Makes Philig doube the truth of Perſeus charge. 

Per. What then is his defign ? | 


Muſt plead their cauſe before him. Nay, already 
age; | His nobles, Judges, counſellors are met; 

- | And public Juſtice wears her ſterneſt form. 
- | & more mometitous trial ne'er was known 2 
enced, | Wberber the pleaders you furvey as brothers, 

- {| @priaces knows in arts, or fam'd for arms; 
| Vhether you ponder, in their awful judge, | 
The tender parent, or the mighty king. | : 
} Greece, Athens hears the cauſe : the great refult 
| k life, or death; is infamy, or fame. . 
Per. What trumpets theſe? 
. They fuinmon to the court. [Exennt. 
SCENE draw:, the Court, King, Ke. 
Der Dru as, and takes bis place by the KI x G. 
dn trial this ! Here fit I to debate 
Vhich vital limb to lop, nor that to fave 
but render wretched life more wretched till. 


| What fee I, but Heav'n's vengeance in my fons ? 
. U. 5 


0 


„ Penner 2 
Their tui a dara for mine: 'tis _ Heas's 


ts u meaning pain in human ., 
And language leaves to man. 4 


Enter Pit tus i DENKTA Ius in chains; fi 


ferent files of the ſtage; Prien followed by 
Pet ictues, ard DEMETRIUS mn 


Dym. Dread Six, your ſens. N 
King. I have no ſons; and that I ever had bY 
1s now my heavieſt curſe : and yet what care, 
What pains 1 took, to card their ring rage! or 
How often, have I rang'd the 
To find examples for their private uſe? | 
What blood! what deſolation ! but in vain. 
For thee, Demetrius, did I go to Rome, 
And being dog gomeme thenee of tmaghers leave; . 1 
r 

m a monarch, where is your obedience ? 

— where's your duty to me ? 
If old, your veneration due ta years ? 
But I have wept, and you have ſworn, in vain! 
I had your ear, and camity your heart. 
How was this morning's counſel! thrown away! 
How happy is your mother in the-grave! | 
She, when ſhe bore you, ſuſſer d leſs; her pangs, 
Her pungent pangs, throb thro' the father's heart, 

on. Yew can's exnims ma, Us, 1s wg We 

„s Than what, thou young cane; Whi 
You both with impious wiſhes graſp my ſceptre: = 
Nothing is ſacred, nothing dear, but empire. 
Brother, nor father, can yuu bear; flerce luſt 
Of empire burns, exi,uguiſh'd all beſide. 


run BROTHERE LY 
Wie palic you for in? To give thats ? | 
r 
While in « ficher's hand. 
- Dyn. dy Locd, your warrmch = "he 
bring the dufineſs. " 
King. Am © the tos warm? + 
— Becker me them every Mu, 


To bethemſelves the ftorm ! O how Rome triumphs} 

| | Ob! how they bring this hoary head to ame! 
_ Conqueſt and fame, the labour of wy life, 

| Now turn againſt me ; and call in the world 

| To gaze at what was Phiſip, but wh» now 

Wants cv'n the wreteh's privilege—a with. 

+ Was ran 1 wiſh? Demetrius may be guiltleſs. 

What then is Perſeus ? Judgment hangs'as yet 

_ F Duubiful o'er them; but I'm condemn'd already; 

* le luth are mine, ard one —— is foul as bell. 

(| tarkd theſe fins hands wage war, (theſe hands Ief 


deat), 
What boots it which prevails ? in both 1 bleed. 


Int Lhave done. Speak, Pericus, and at large; 


[To Demetrius. 
1 ,L 1 for- | 


. 

Their welpaſs is ſufficient, ſtopping here. 
{[Shewing bis unt. 

Yeh chains! for what ? Are chains fas lnnacence 2 

Nat fo; for, ſte, Demetrius wears them too. 5 

Fool thas I] was, to tremble at vain laws ; 

Nor learn from him defiance of their frown ; 


| | fee jnnoterce —— 85 


Ed chieſty ſtabbers, and their deſtin'd prey; 
m ane how will not calf hine brother : | 
. * 5 » — 


; _ 2 
- n RIES 
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He wants not that enhancement of his pe cr 
N- But dlofer to the point ; and lay before ug 

Tour whole deporfment this ihbfarcd day. + 

Perf. 29 


morning, | 
Which you enjein's, and 1 Sincerely gue, 
Nor thought be plann'd my death within my arms, 
When holding vile, oaths, honour, duty, love, 
Ne fr d our friendly ſports to martial rage. 0 
If war, why not fair war ? But thot has danger. 
From hoſtile conflict, as from brothers play, 
He bluſk'd not to invite me to his banquet... 
I went not; and in that was I to blame? | My v 
From whence foon after ſally d armed men? | 
Think you I nothing had to fear from fwords, . - 
When from their fils I ſcarce eſcap'd with life? 
Or poiſon might bis valour fait as wellt—— + 
This paſs'd, as ſuits his wiſdom, Macedonians ! 
Who volts o'er elder brothers to a throne: 
With an arm'd rout he came to viſit me. 
Did | refuſe to go, a bidden gueſt ? 
And ſhoutd I welcome him, a threat'ning doe? 
Refenting my refuſal ; boiling for revenge! 
Dem. Tis falſe. 
Ant. Forbear— The king! 
Perf. Had I receiv'd them, 
You now had mourn'd my death, not heand my | 
Duces hong de drovghs. an. oma chewy? | 
Call thoſe I name ; who dare this deed, dare all; 
Yet will not dare deny that this is true. = 
My death alone can yield a ſtronger proof; _ 
Will no leſs proof than that content a father? 
Peric.. Perſeus, you fee, has art, as well as, fire; | 


* 


ernte We 
„ Ricks ts bathe ie beethir's| 


blood, 
| fit fad well-plene'd the fountain whence it da: 
1 1 
For wi — iy ? whom elſe implore 2 vs 
le tio Romans, with their cagles wings, 
To thelter me; Demetrius burrows thoſe 
Want full rebel-high. I have their hatred; 
| Ang, thanks to Heav'n ! deſerve it. Good Demetrius | 
1 © Þ Ip theſe proteors, and ne'ct loſe his temper. | 
Ireen! I confefs, it makes me rave; 
Pens, | ft makes me weep——and my tears rarely flow. 
* 


Perit. Was ever ſtronger proof of filial love ? 
- | Po. Vain are Rome's hopes while you ad I 
RE:  farvive: | 
lt But ſhould the fword take me, and age my father, 
34 | (Heat'n grant they leave him to the ſtroke of age) 
I F The kingdom and the king are both their own ; 
| Aduteous loyal king, a ſcepter d ſlave, 
. A villing Macedonian flave to Rome. | 
:ü. Firſt let an earthquake fwallow Macedonia. 
\ | Perf. How, at fuch news, would Hannibal rejoice ? 
How the great ſhade of Alexander finile ? 
The thought quite choaks me up; I can no more. 
King. Proceed! 
rd my Perf. No, Sir,——why have I ſpoke at all ? | 
653M Twas needleſs : VR Us wy was of , 
ll; To prove Demetrius guilty. 
my " King. What doſt mean? run mad; 
3 Perf. What mean I, Sir! what mean ro 
= Tor who, lian Huth in dean and beau 
ren tecollect it! 
** King. What? 
Q3 


* 
-. 


"he 
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—̃ am Pc Mag 
o pardon, pardon |—I could lake him dead. 


King. More temper. 
Perf. Not more truth; that cannot be 


88 — 


For what but truth could make me, Sir, fo bold! 
Rome puts forth all her ſtrength, to crown her minim 
Demetrius” vices, thriving of themſelves, ._. | 
Her fulſome flatt'ries dung to ranker growth. 
Demetrius is the burden of her fong; 

Each river, hill, and dale, bas learn @ his nome - 
While elder Perſeus in a whiſper dies. a” 
Demetrius treats; Demetrius gives us peace; 


My fight is ſhort; look on him you that can: 7 


What fage experience fits upon his brow, 


What awful marks of wiſdom, who vouchſafes 


To patronize a father, and a king 


Such patronage is treaton. 
Amy. Treaſon! death! 
70 Nox let the tyes of blood bind up the hands | 

Of juſtice ; Nature's tyes are broke already : 

For, who contend befure you ?—Your two ſons? 

Nv; read aright ; tis Macedon and Rome. 

A well-maſk'd foreigner, and your—only fon 


Cuard of your life, and — eile of your love. 


Now, bear me to my dungeon: what fo fit 
As darknefs, chains, and death, for ſuch a traitor? 
Kg. Speak, Demetrius. | 
Aut. My Lord, be cannot ſpeak; I 
Inſtead of words. 
Perf. His tears are falſe as they —— 
Now, with fine phraſe, and foppery of tongue, - 


tor? 


Thoſe arms to which enn ſtrangers fly for faferr. 


rns sor nens ay 
enen 


Fw ent os your drid's hearts, and, as you liſten, 
I Phis rruth, and I, plain Perſeus, are forgot. _ 


Dem. My facher! king! and judge ! thrice awful 
pow'r ! | 


i 1 


Thrice hamble ſtate ! If I have grace of ſpeech, . 
(Which gives, it ſeems, offence), be that no crime, 


| Which oft has ferv'd my country and my king : 
| Nor in my brother let it paſs for virtue, 


That, as he is, ungracious he would feem ; 
For, oh! be wants not art, tho” grace may fail him. 


| The wonted aids of theſe that are accus'd, 


Has my accuſer feiz'd. He ſhed falſe tears, 
That my true ſorrows might ſuſpected flow : 
He ſeeks my life, and calls me murderer ; 
And vows no refuge can he find on carth, 
That I may want it in a father's ams; 


King. Speak to your charge. 
Dem. He charges me with treaſon. 


$ Frm a traitor, if I league with Rome, 


Why did his zeal forbear me till this hour ? 
Was treaſon then no crime, till (as he feigns) 


_ I fought his life ? Dares Perſeus hold ſo much 


His father's welfare cheaper than his own ? 

Leſs cauſe have I, a brother, to complain. 

He fays I wade for empire through his blood; 

He fays I place my confidence in Rome; 
ny murder him, if Rome will crown my brow ? 
Will then a ſceptre, dipt in brother's blood, 
Concitiate love, and make my reign ſecure ? 

Falſe aze both charges; * 
by placing them together. 

Aut. That's well urg d. : 

Dem. Mark, Sir, how Pers, ness, bühne 


W TR nern 
Prom guilt in alt, by loading alf with gut. we'll 
Did 1 deſign ſim poiſon ar muy feat? 
Why then did I provoke him in the field? 1 
That, as he did; be might sefuſe to come? 
lien 
His wous d reſentment, and deferr'd the blows, 
Not deftin'd him that moment to my frord, 
Which I before inſtructed him to ſhaa. 

Theo? fear of death did be decline my banque? 

Could 1 expect admittance rhen at his? 

Theſe numerous pleas, at variance, overthrow _ 

Each other, and are advocates for me.  */ 
| Perſe. No, Sir; Poſthatnius is his advocate. © 
King. Art thou afraid that I ſhould hear him out 
Dem. Quit then this picture, this we ll painted ea 

And come to that which touches him indeed. © 

Why is Demetrius not deſpis d of all, 

His fecond in endowments as in birth ? 

Now dare I draw the thoughts of Macedon ? 

How dare I gain eſteem from foreign pow ts? 

Eſteem, when gain'd, how dare I to preſerve ? 

Theſe are his ſecret thoughts, theſe burn within, 

Theſe ſting up accuſations in his foul, 

Turn friendly vifies to foul fraud and murder, 

And pour in poiſon to the bowl of love. 

Merit is treaſon in a younger brother. | 
King. But clear your conduct with regard to Rm 
Dem. Alas! dread Sir, I grieve to find ſet down. © 

Among my crimes what ought to be my praiſe. 

That I went hoſtage, or ambaſſadur, 

Was Philip's high command, not my requeſt: 

Indeed, when there, in both theſe characters 

J bore in mind to whom I owe my birth: 

Rome's favour folow'd. If it is a crime 

To be regarded, fpare a erime you caus'd; 
Caus'd by your orders and cxample tos. 


on 


— = 7 


beer orn. 


+ Þ ras; Yu Rome's friend while, Rome is yo 

 : Þ 6 ear, ſtands forth the gene of her ſes; | 
4 * Ax your commands, flies Gwilt on wings of fre, 
— native thunder of a father's arm. © 
g 2 the fon. 
| 

* 

F Fs 

| out'# 


0. of foften my failings, and indulge my youth. : 0 


Ire den ies de 

6 I inet there my reſcue, but my rum. 

nn, dit His bold affurance— _ 
" Ling. Do not interrupe bin:; 


» | Jut fot thy brother finiſh bis defence. 
1 Dem. © Perſeus ! how I tremble as I ſpeak? 4 
} Where is a brother's voice, a brother's eye 
Roms. ber is the melting of a brother's heart? 


. 
Far from affeQtion, as thou rt near in blood r 
Oh! Perſeus, Perſeus !—But my heart's too fl. 


f 
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- Mg Support him. ' b 4 3-23.54. 0 Þ a_ * 
Per. waer overaes bin crimes. | 
— ds funky 4 

+ See, from hoary brow — 


IA. O! my friend. 

— man nn tk, 
Convulfions cauſe, and make a mountain ſhake; 

date Philip's firmneſs, and ei is hearty 

And, with a fiety flood of evil war, | e 

Threaten to deluge my divided land. 1 

Pe heard them both; by neither am convinett » | 

And yet Demetrius words went thro” my heart 

A double'erime, Demetrius, is your charge; oP * 

Fondneſs for Rome, and hatred to your brother. 

If you can clear your innocence im one, 4 N 

Tem gre ws cauſe to think you create in bak 

Dem. How all I clear it, Sir? 

King. This honeſt man 1 
Deteſts the Romans : Macs dv 
retort ater . 
Dem. I told you, Sir; when I return d from . 

King. How! duſt thou want an abſolute command? * 
Your brother, father, country, all enact i. 

Ant. See vonder guards at hand if you refuſt. 
Nay, mote, a father, fo diſirefs'd, demands 

- A fon's compaſſion to beralm his heart. 

Oh! vir, comply. 4 
—— | 


Dow. There? there! Hideed, you rovch the! # 
Beſides, if Fin cunfin' and ereus eee, 
I never, never, ſhall behold her mote— | 


3 Dym. 
"Tas o Ayn | Dem. 
| Pardon, ye gods! an artifice forc's on the. © 


D Sie; your fon complies. 
6— 


u * 


— 
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* 2 he ph mt yer ng 


— Dym. ©, dir, without preſumption, may | dare 
te T6.lift my ravidh'd thought ?—— —_ 
3 Den. In what I've done 

1 Ini a dy to my father's will: 4 2 
Ou dls wh an cxumgie, wheee "tis ue, | A 
281 diet with holding yours. 
W Toyou cam never Hal. 
bank en ſeek the King, and ſave me from a 

iu brother has contriv d in artfui malice, 

Idee me loſe my father or my love. 
„ eee the juſt refulul on thyſelf. | 
th - 4 In. What Philip authorizes me to with, A + 
TY R — 

| 


1 ip pa | 
4 | N 
I lhe natural ſurmiſe, that he cuncurr 1 
ring this foul creafon; | 
_— f D 
1 Dem. In a degree deſtructive of his own, 


| Tis yours to diſappoint him, or renounce 
Tour duty to your King. 
_ FF Dpn. You'll better tell 
ya | Nom. Yes, beter tell the King, be wounds his bo» | 
nour, 


* 1 -_—_— 
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Indulgence juſtice, and abfolee your maten. 
Tho kings delight in raifing what they love, | 
Le owe they w themſelves; than to the 'thraney 

Nor muſt they proſtitute its majeſty, | 

be Ln 
Date King grants me— 

Dem. Talk not of a grant: * 
What a king ought not, that he cannot give; 44 
And what is more than meet from princes bounty, 
Is plunder, not a grant. Think you his henerr ” 
A perquiſite belonging to your place, 

As favourite paramount? Preſerve the King 

From doing wrong, — Gene for you's 

_ And-thew' tis not in favour tocorrupt thee. + 
Dym. 1 fought not, Sir, this honour. 

Dem. But would take it. A 

Trac majeſty's the very foul of kings; - 

And rectitude the foul of majeſty : 

If mincing minions ſap that rectitude, 

The King ety Kee, but majety exgices :- 

And he that lefſens majcſty, impairs 2 
That juſt obedience public good requires : 
Doubly a traitor to the crown and fe. 

Dy. Muſt I refuſe what Philip's pleas'd to give? | 
Dem. Can a King give thee more than is his own? | 
Know, a king's dignity is public wealth; 

On that ſubſiſta the nation's fame and pow'r. 
Shall fawaing fycophants, to plump themſelves, 
Eat up their maſter, and dethrone his glory? 
What are ſuch wretches ? what but vapours foul, 
From fens and bogs, by royal beams, exhal'd, 
That radiance i ing which ſhou'd chear 
The land at large? Hence ſubjects hearts grow cold, 


In ferving him who gave it. Thus you's matte / $a 
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And frozen loyalty forgets to flow v 

bps then tis flippery ſtanding for the minion: 

11 ins on his ermin to their roval maſter 

each miſcreants are, not jewels in his crown. 

I fyou perfiſt, Six—Bur, of words, no more! 

ne } Tome to threat is harder than to do! | 
De Le me embrace this genuine fon of empire. 

I en warm debates divide the doubtful land, 

I Shanld I not know the prince moſt fit to reign ? 

"A Ne tried you as an eagle tries her young, 

I F And find your dauntleſs eye is fix d on glory. 

nity; I to the king, and your commands obey— 0 

W de muſt give young men opiates in a fever. [ Aſide. 

Yes, boy, I will obey thee to thy uin. 

1 * — 


| pow'r. 

Fm a bold advocate for ether love, | 
Though, at their bar, indicted for a fool. 
On break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 

And, ſpite of their licentious ſallies, keep 
Theradiant track of glory, paiſions, then, | 
Ate aids and ornaments. Triumphant reaſon, 
lum in her feat, and ſwiſt in her career, 

Enjoys their vjolence, and, ſmiling, thanks 
Their formidable flame for high renown. 

Take then my foul, fair maid ! — eines - 
I Aud chence | feel an energy divine. 

i ——— 1 0 
oul, f And, fure, foft paſſion claims to be forgiv'n, 

4 1 When love of beauty is the love of Heav'n. 
Ver. IL R 
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| Enter ERIXENE an? DELIA. 


7 EnIixENE. | 
Ss pain! te — this marriage gains her 


He, join to Rome, the crown. Thy words were 
true: 5 
He wooes the diadem, that diadem which l 
Deſpis d for him. O how unlike our loves! 
Bur it is well; he gives me my revenge. 
Wed Dymas” daughter ! What a fall is there? 
Delis. Madam, you can't be mov'd too much | 
| But why 
More now than at the firſt ? 
Erix. At firſt I doubted: 
For who, that lov'd like me, could have believ'd? 
I diſdeliev'd what Pericles reported; 
And thought it Perſeus' art to wound our loves. 
To falſe Demetrius, when his word confirm'd it, 
'Fhen paſſion took me, as the northern blaſt 
An autumn leaf. O gods ! the dreadful whict! 
But, while I ſpeak, he's with her : laughs and plays; 
Mingles his dalliance with infulting mirth ; | 
To this new goddeſs offers up my tears; 
Yes, with my ſhame and torture, wooes her love. 
I fee, hear, feel it! O theſe raging fires! 
Can then the thing we ſcorn give ſo much pain? 
Delia. Madam, theſe tranſports give him cauſe to 
triumph ! 
' Erix. I vent my grief to thee; he ne er ſhall knowit. | 
H I can't conquer, I'll conceal my paſſion, 


* 
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F and fiifie all its pangs beneath diſdain. 
1 Delis. The greateſt minds are med relenting too : 
Leis If Qill my paſſion burns, it hall burn in- 
| ward : 
2 os the fierce nack: of Dience I'l expire, 
ins ber Before one ſigh eſcape me He repent ! 
| wild extravagance of thought is thine ? 
ls were t did he ? Who repents, has once been falſe : "y 
|} In love, repentance but declares our guilt ; 
And injur'd honour——fhall exact its due. 
_ Ib vain his love, nay, mine ſhould groan in vain! 
Bath are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance reigns ! 


W | SIR he age rang 

- ' | 4 haman heart can feel. | 

uch = }  Dils. The king approaches. 
Enter the Kine, &c. 


Ling. Madam, at length, we fee the dawn of peace, 
wat } And hope an end of our domeſtic jars. . 
me jealous Perſcus can no longer fear 
"es: |} Demetrius is a Roman, fince this day 
F makes him the fon of Dymas, Rome's worſt foe. 
It, | His. Already, Sir, I've heard, and heard with joy 
+ Ti important news. 
King. To. make our blifs run o'er, | 
n You, Madam, will compleat what Heav'n begins, 
| And fave the love-fick Perſeus from deſpair : 
lore. | To touch our conqueſt, and for ever join ' 
1 Totheſe dominions loag-diſputed Thrace. 


Bite Dung. 


Erix. Tho? Thrace by conqueſt ftoops to Macedon, 
I know my rank, and would preſerve its due. | 
Wah medicated coldnefſs have I heard + 

Ra 
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Prince perſeus vows ; . 12 = 


Before reſtor'd to my forefathers throne, 

nnn _ 
But, iner the Roman pride will fad account; 
In my perſiſting ſtill, and Philip ſuffer, 

I quit the loſty thought on which I ſtood, WW 
3 opting apa 0 | 
Ku. Indulgent gods! 5 
. with wander 6: 
The doubtful Perſeus, after years of pain! 

CP R 


Gn ee nenen 1 
But for Demetrius — think of thoſe no more. 
Far from acerpting ſueh a load of glory, 
being, I bring, my Lord, this forfeit head, 
Due to my bold refuſal. | 
Nie. Dares the boy 
2 and tnguatiren-thew 
Forc'd diſobedience to my royal pleaſure ? 9 
P | 
Vile n eb e be nes 
But ſhould I dare pollute his blood with mine? 
But you, Sir, authorize it.—Stll more hae, 


To wrong a maſter fo profuſely kind. 


pEvE 


Fm » 


Kieg. That man is noble os whom Philip fniles But w 
Come, come, there's ſomething more in this F D 
Dym. Why, | am forc'd on this ungrateful office, Eri 
Yet can't l tell you more than fame has told; Til nc 
Which fays Demetrius is in league with Rome. This 


But to grim me t0 we Whas then = | 


0 
et Gi 
ö 


- += 


© 


| O princeſs! now our only comfort flows 
| From your indulgence to my better ſon. 


A. b 
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| They'll fay, 22 —— 


riage, 
6 


| No, Lis, preſerve wy fame, let life ſuffice. | 


Eater PunicLtEs. 


aan. 


[Preſents a letter. 
King. Ha! I muſt read it;—this will tell me more. 


„ 


This dreadful news precipitates my wiſh. 


F To keep rapacious Rome from feining Thrace, 
 F | You cannot wed too ſoon. My fair ally, 
What if you bleſs me and my fon to-morrow ? 


Vithout a bluſh I think I may comply. 
King. O daughter! but no moe The gods will 
thank you ! 


ies blefs my Perſeus with the news. = 


Dym. Thus the boy's dead in empire and in love. 
[Exevat King, Dymas, &c. 
Frix. 1 triumph! I'm reveng'#! I reign! I reign! 
Nor thank Demetrius treaſon for a crown. 
Love is our own cauſe, honour is the gods. 
I can be glorious without happineſs ; 
But without glory never can be bleſs d Gs 
Delia. "Tis well ; but can you wed the man you 
ſcomn ? 
BE. Wed any thing for vengeance on the perjur'd. 
Fill now infult him from an higher ſphere : 
This unexpected turn may gall his pride. 
Whate'cr has pangs for him, has charms for me. 
—— Watanabe 


—— — 
33 | . 


wv Thit'vroTtulkt F 

E i not; the greater virtue to cu ity '" | 

And firike at his heart, tho tis theo? my own. F. Keep 
ado ————— ng, - 

| Enter DantermIvs. 


CY 


5 Ik My Lord! | 
don ec lids preret my altering rogue, 
Aud aſk you—— 
Erix. What, my Lord'? * | 
Dem. My Lord? Her eyes — — * 
Confirm it true: -x 133 
I can't believe it: O Erinene! This cy 
Erit. I gueſs your meaning, Sir, Mees en In nort 
That Dymas” for ſhould think of aught | do. Comma 
Dem. Falſe are my ſenſes ! falſe both car and eye! I (Licign 
- All, all be rather falſe than her I love! | "Brig. 
Ei. She paſs'd not, Sir, this way: | | Iu 
Dem. Is them my pain 24 [ Tyrant 
Your ſport ? and can Erixene pretend Dem 
| Herſelf deceiv'd; by what deceiv'd the king? Erix 
Au artifice made uſe of for your fake; To be 
A proof, nut viulatiom of my love. Den 
Erix.' I thought not of your love, — Dir 
Both were forgot, or rather never known. The k 
But without artifice I tell you this; Der 
© Your brother lays his ſeeptre at my feet, Heli b 
r Warm 
he charms of empire ? . The-v 
Dem. This is woman's ſkill: believ 
Yeu eels is favs, and fre my camtuc fave And | 
o HAbour an excuſe. For if, indeed, 8 
You thougirt me falſe, had you been thus ſerene, Lou 
Calm and unruſſied? Nos my heart fays, ne. Dan 


N * 2 Wr ” 
* * * * A — 9 2 
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1 inſane, if great, be ud to. theix reverſe, | 
Þf ad fie who, when the thinks ber lover falle, 
"I Retains her temper; never loſt her heart, 
F Er. That I'm e never lov'd. 
4 ——— fre thele gums 2 
"0 1 
me, 1 IT 
* Den. Nos rage! ame! thunder! give bessa 
= deaths !' 
1 oh! reſcue me from this more dreadful calm! | 
__ F This curs'd indifference! which, like a froſt 
priad | In northern ſeas, outdoes the fierceſt ſtorm. . 
Commanded by: my father to comply, @=_ 
d eye! len d obedience —Had I then refus'd—— 
| | 8 
> ful! | | 
I Tyrant that Dymas' daughter had been angry. * 
= Dem. Aſk Dymas with what rage—— 


1 


To be reſus d. | 
Den. Refus'd!' 13 85 N 
e: FF Si. — fecrer;: al 


The king and I, and alf the court, can witneſs... 
Der. Refus'd! falſe villain! O the perjur d dave | 
Hel-born impoſtor! Madam, tis moſt falſe! _- 
Warm from my heart is ev'ry word I tpcak! 
| us —— quay 
1 Q let me ſpeak no more. 
1 Erix. I do believe 


mu Lend your brother doubts if I'm Gincere, 
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—— The crown has chang „ 


How warm ls naming dd you yo wth! 
— . ans: 
And dying agony moleſt our car, Ry 
And hurt the muſic of a nuptial ſong. | 
| Eris. Since your inconſtancy perſiſts to charge 
Its crime on my ambition, Fl be kind, 
And leave you in poſſeſſion of an error 
Of which you ſeem fo fond. 

Dem. Ab, ſlay one moment! py 


| . 
Dem. Diſtacion! LStertig. 
Eris. "Tis well-tim'sd. p 


And thinks (an error natural to him) 
| I'l beeak my vow to you.——You'll clear my fame, 
And labour to convince him, that to-morrow 
Erizenc's at ence a bride and queen. [Exit Er 
Perf. When 1 have work's him up to violence, 
Tring thou the King, and pity my diſtreſs. 
{To Pezicles, who goes ont. 
Dem. On what extremes extreme diſtreſs impels me? | 
In things impoſſible I put my truſt; 
I in my only brother find a foe,. 
Yet in my rival hope the greateſt friend. 
When all our hopes are lodg d in ſuch expedicnts, 
"Tis as if poiſon were our only food, 
And death were call'd on as the guard of lie. 
Perf. Why doſt thou droop? 
Dem. Becauſe I'm dead; quite dead 
To hope, and yet rebellious to deſpair, | 
Like ghoſts unbleſs's, that burſt the bars of death. 
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en- worſt ſoe to prove his trueſt friend? 
e Tit tho? thou'rt not my brother, thon'rt a man; 
„ Tk i#a man, compaſkonate the worſt | 
{tier man can feel, rho' found that worſt in me. 
+: Paſ. What would'ſt? vv 15 
— Dem. Unelinch thy talons from thy prey; 
la the dove fly to this her neſt again. WE $- £21 
(Sit 1 v. 
For oh! the maid's unalienably mine, 
The now thro' rage run mad, and uuns d to hee. 
How often have I languiſh d at her feet ? 
d in her eye, and revell'd in her file ? 
How often, as ſhe liſten'd to my vows, 
el left earth, and mounted to the ſtars? 


5 » 
| Wuſtrious in thy fight. 
I,, Thy taunt how falſe ? 
> is Is lefs preſs your int reſt than my oon: 
———— fo lag —@ + 0 
— ere, the price of all my vows, = 


= 28 | 
pes en” | In tendereſt returns of love divine, L | 
tle me! Gin one day be yours {—Impoſlible ! 
F Poſ. If rn deceiv'd, I'm pleas d with the deceit. 
How my heart dances in the golden dream 
I ity do not wake me till to-morrow. 
* Dan. Then thou'lt awake eee. me,. 
| Brother, 
ee gives her hand alone. 
Perſ. Nor need | more; 
That hand's enough that brings a ſceptre in it. 
I len the prince who weds with meaner views. 
. ane mine, and I conceive finall hin 
| how your ſwert error, that her love is yours. 
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man, 
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If due 
that 
pity to the laſt 
ſtreſs, | 


Oh 
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4. 
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| Me 1 not feen ber, where the has not been? 
ike I not claſp'd her ſhadow ? trod her ſteps ? 
nale if they led to heav'n! 

_ Flack morn my life I lighted at her eye, 
ing, every evening, at its cloſe, cxpir'd.—— | 
1 { Burſts into tears. 
Perſe. Fy | thou'rt a Roman ; can a Roman weep ? 
© gzre Alexander's helmet can ſuſtain 
_ Far heavier ſtrokes than theſe. — — 
Fra ſnatch up the next Sabin in thy way; | 
B (Going. 

a Dem. By Heav'n you ſhall not fiir. | 
ne I live I land a world between you, 
os? Þ} and keep you diſtant as the poles aſunder. 

F Vho takes my love in mercy takes my life ; 
| | Thy bloody paſs cleave thro' thy brother's breaſt. 
cars? Ig, I challenge, I provoke my death. | 
| [His bond upon bis ſword. 
Enter KinG and DYMas. 


Perf. You will not murder me? 

Dem. Yes, you and all. * 
King. How like a tyger foaming o'er his prey! q 
ind $6 believe me — 
King. Heav'n's wrath exhauſted, there's no more 

1 to fear. 

| My darling fon found criminal in all! 

Dem. That villain there to blaſt me! Yes, Tu 

| For what have I to fear, who feel the worſt? [fpeak; 

2a bee, Tis time the truth were known. That villain, Sir, 
Has cleft my heart, and laughs to ſee it bleed; 

V bis confeſſion ſhall redeem my fame, 

} And re-iathrone me in my princeſs? finile ; 

rn return that falſe embrace he gave me, 

ind fab him in your fight. 
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| Where's your reſpect to me? i -- *:3:3-4 na 
Dem. © ragal Sir! 

That has undone me. Sf eta Came 
A feign'd conſent, which his black artifice 
Has tend to my deſtruction. I refus'd 

That flave's, that curſed flave's, that —— 


While [ 
Aiſlicted 


1 


daughter, 
e 
Hence, hence, this defolation. Noagbt I fear, 
The nature groans her laſt. And ſhall be then 
Eſcape, and triumph ! , 
. King. Guards there! ſeize the prince 
The man you menace you ſhall learn to fear.” - 
| [He is t 
Dym. Hold; Sir! not this for me! it is your fon: 


Mr: 


7 


TERA ths? ganr's yon your fark ' Þ Ih trend 
. Is this a fon? Ex. 
Dem No, Sir, my crime's too great, 4 
Which dares to vindicate a father's honour, 
To catch the glories of a falling crown, | Dyms. 1 
Aud fave it from pollution. But Fve done, 
I de unleſs my princeſs is reſtor'd. JT Ling. 
[ Pointing to Dymas | Jet whe 
And if I die, by Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell! - Dym. 
Hit ſordid blood hall mingle with the du. | = 
99. . 
[Exit Demetrius 3. Pof. 


70 


King. And thou ſhalt have it. 


Dym. How, my Lord, in tears! Kiag. 
Kieg. As if the gods came down in evidence | Dim. 
How many ſudden rays of proof concur ' |} Rl oc 
To my coaviction ? was c'er equal boldueſs ? + Tag. 
* Perf. 
[ 2rodaces the fig d lun Lig. 

5 © 


. 
© 


« 
— 
- 


THE BROTHERS ag 


© of Macedon— He therefore dies to-night. . 
„ 
1 (A to Dymas. 
Thew practiſe well the lefon I have taught thee, 
———— „ © 8 
efman's. . 


| wh: s ſaſety 
„ [Preſenting the mandate for Demetrius death. 
Len King. What givſt thou here? 
| Dym. Your paſſport to renown. 
/ 'F fou fign your apotheofis in that. 
>". 4th Vat ſales the die., but zeal for public good ? 


s ſei . Perſ. How god-like mercy ! 
r fon: Dym. "Mercy to mankind, 
Ideen awd. 
_ King. Mut then thy brother bleed ? [To Perſeus. 


NR ay > 


| and groes a leiter. 
Dm. No, Sir, the King of Thrace. 


[ Locking on the letter. 
. Why, that is true 
F Jet who, if not a father, thould forgive? 

Ijm. Who, Sir, if not a Philip, ſhould be juſt ? 
t not my fon? (To Dymas. 
DH not, far lefo his guilt. 

| . Ning. Is't not my other Perſeus? [To Perſeus. 

sir, I thank you; + Ja 

__cks yogr conn, and life. | 
N. And life? 
e' ID. No, Sir; 
+ Kay. Heav'n blaſt thee for that thought! 
| Jer. Why ſhakes my father? | 
| letter. E 2 it harrows up wy foul 
' -_ ok. 


4 | 
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Is he not young Was he not muck indalyfd? - © 
Gall 'd by his brother ? doubred by his farker 7 
1 0 

Dm oe infant !—that depoſes kings. ] 
n. No, once he fav's my crown. 5 © thou, « 
Dym. And now would wear it. For bow 
King. How my head fwims ! Ky w 
Perf. Nov firange; the tak is hard. IAA 
K e's den 

\ 4 . Perſeus, 
Yet like a Philip dar'd, and is immortal. 
King. 1 hear thee, Dymas; give me then the | Was mi 
mandate. [Going to u, be fops fat. (as 

Dym. No weader if his mother thus —⅝ i 
Perſ. Rank cankers on thy re why denen F i 
her ? L. / 

King. O gods! I fee ber now; what am I !? Kang. 

[Throws away the h 

I ſee her dying eye let fall a tear I Refi 

# This is 

What b 

Athwa! 

As ail 

80 Phi 

Yet ke 

Fei 

Perſ 

Jove 1 

Aut. 

King 

Grace 

Ant; 

Ka 


1 2 
| 1 


In favour of Demettius.—Shall I ſtab 
Her lovely image flampe on every feature ? 
- Dym. His foul efcap'd it, Sir. | 

Ki. Thou lieft, begone. f 
(Peres and Dymas i Ft noi, Pal | 
| Dy. Ti, thee nog will chm | 
1 

Pierſ. O ſpeak on of mercy; | 
Mercy the darling attribute of Heav'n. 

Dym. If you ſhould fpare him 
King. What if I ſhould ſpare him ? | | 
ER En 
King. Yes, if thou'rt ſilent What if 1 ſhould 
fpace him? 
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of MES is nile i» ee, Gare the guild | 
Roman: F He's dead. [Sig es. And. if 1 blet.it with ene tear, - 
ng bear, Nuss, che leſs efected, will forgive me. | 
| Pop. Forgive ! Sir, | applaud, and wiſh my forrow 
en the | Was mild enough to weep. 
(The King going ant, mects Dum £72 1Us in monre 
ing, introduced by AnT3IGONUS. 


«om Recovering, 


1 | ig: This Fae, is thy tons wave, and quiz 
F o'erwheims. me. 

| Kleks had backed me bad I met his ghoſt. 

| I This is a plot to ſentence me to death 

F Vhat ha@ thou done, my mortal foc | then bars 
 F Athwart my glory 7 but thy ſcheme ſhall fail. 

As oulhing torrents ſweep th' obſtructing mound, 

1} © Philip meets this movetain in bis way, 

let keeps his purpoſe ſtill. 


Jan. I can't but ſeas it. 
Perſ. I grant the danger great, yet don't deſpair. 
love is againſt thee, Perſeus on thy fide. 


. 


ſhould — —ñ—ͤ—ñ' 
Ag. 1 do. 


1 * whe 6 gs wenk—Bs ded. 


[Perſeus ad Pericles whiſer afile.. 


* + * » 
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Wthes ar pale, what is encugh for me t—— "0 
How his grave yawns ! — 
Aat. Mourn not the guilty. 
Hung. No, he's innocent; 
Death pays his debt to juſtice ; nd ns nn; + 
I grant him ftill my fon, as ſuch I love him; 
Yes, and will claſp him to my breaſt, while yet 
His clay is warm, nor moulders at my touch. 
- Peaſ. A curſe on that embrace! [ 4ſt. 

Dym. Nay worſe, he weeps. 

| Krug. Poor boy, be not deceiv'd by my compalica; 
My tears are cruel, and I groan thy death. TY 

Dem. And am I then to die? If death's decreed, 
Stab me yourſelf, nor give me to the knife 
Of midnight ruſſians, that have forg'd my crimes. 
For you I beg, for you I pour my tears; 

Ten are d, diſhonour'd, I am only . 
Oh! father —— 

King. — — facker hee; 
Forbear to wound me with that tender name, 
Nor raiſe all nature up in arms againſt me. 

Dem. My father! guardian! friend! nay deity! 
V hat lefs than gods give being, life and death! 
My dying mother 

_ King. Hold thy peace, I charge thee. | 

* Preſſing your hand, and 290 | 

tears, | 
enters tre heme; 

And low on earth my legacy I claim, 
Claſping your knee, tho' baniſh'd from your breaſt. 
King. My knees !——would that were all; he 
graſps my heart. 
Perſeus, au thou fland by, and ſee me ruin ruin'd?. 

1 


„ Yorn as 


1 . it from the 
| Thracian ? \ 
nd who at Thraſymene turn d the lifted bolt 

ne, dem Philip's hoary brow ? 


ö t King. I'll hear no more. 5 | 
ret @ Perſeus, Dymas, Pericles | aſſiſt me, l | 
. uind me, diſinchant me, break this charm | 


[4i, | Of nature, that accomplice with my foes ; no 
4 dend me, O rend me from the friend of Rome! | 
aſſon: | - Pf. Nay, then, howe'er reluctant, aid l muſt - 
I The friend of Rome — That fevers you for ever, 
creed, The moſt incorporate and ſtrongly knit; | 
mes. Dem. in ſpite of lightning I renew the tye; [. | 
Aube is the graſp of dying men. 
. Wip's he that hall divide r-< from myſelf ? | 
| [Demetrius is forc'd from the King's lees, on 
which ſtarting up, be flings bis arms round bis 


tld of a piece with him from whom I grew, 
city! |} Iii bleed on my afylum, dart my foul . | 
i! | In this embrace, and thus my treaſon crown. | 
9 King. Who love yourſelves, or Macedon, or me, 
From the curs'd * Eagle's talons wrench my crown; 
with Ad this barb'd arrow from my breaſt—"Tis dune; 
„ 
And the blood guſhes after it. ͤ faint. 
m. Support the King. 
Puſ. While treaſon licks the duſt. 
| [ Pointing at Demetrius. falien in the ſiruggle. 
Dy. A ficld well fought. ; | 
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Perf. And juſtice has prevail'd. | N 
King. O that the traitor could conceal the fon} 
Farewell, once beſt below d! ſtill moſt deplor's! 
He, he who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy tomb. 
. [Exit King, 
Dem. Proſtrate on thee, my mother Earth, be they 
Kinder than brother, or than father; open, 
And fave me in thy boſom from I 


And quench infernal thirſt in kindred blood; 

As if relation ſever d human hearts, 

Or that deſtruction was the child of love. 
Perf. Farewell, young Traitor; if they ad: dels, | 

Who ſent thee beardleſs down ? ſay, Honeſt Perſeus; * 

Whom reaſon fways, not inſtinct; who can ſtrike 

Tho” thro” a boſom dearer than his own. | 

 Think'ſt thou my tender heart can hate a brother? 
The gods and Perſeus war with nought but guilt. - 

But I muſt yo. What, Sir, your laſt commands 

To your Erixene ? She chides my ſtay. 

[Exit Perſeus. 

Dem. Without that token of a brother's love, 

He could not part; my death was not enough. 

I came for mercy, and | find it here. 

And death is mercy, ſince my love is loſt. 

Alas! my father too, my heart akes for him. 

And Perſeus, —fain would I forgive ev'n thee ; 

But Philip's ſufferings cry too loud againſt it. 

Blind author, and fure mourner of my death! 
Father moſt dear! what pangs haſt thou to come? 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom, - 
Who, while in fleep his fever'd fancy glows, 
Draws his keen fword, and ſheaths it in his foes; 
But waking ſtarts upright, in wild ſurprize, 

To feel waim blood glide round him as be lyes; 


f 
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To his reeking hands in crimſon dyd, 
And a pale corſe extended by his fide: 

* Heviews with horror, what mad dreams have done, 
——ͤß—r2 6 


tea, KING, Pos THUMIUs, Sc. mecting. 
=» Pos Run tus. 
ee O King! 
below, Call d on thee yeſterday, to clear thy glory: 
rſeus; Nor wonder now that Philip is unjuſt 
* To ſtrangers, who has murder d his own ſon. 
King. Lis falſe. ” 
N. No thanks to Philip that he fled. 
her? | Ling. A traitor is no fon. 
ile, © NM. Heav'n's vengeance on me, 
$ be refus'd not yeſterday the crown, 
| Tho' life and love both brib'd him to comply. 
rſeus, | King. See there. [Gives the letter. 
4 M. "Tis not the conſuls hand or ſal. 
— | King. You're his accomplices. 
IN. We're his avengers. 
Tis war. 
King. Eternal war. 
2. Next time we meet 
King. Is in the Capitol. Haſte, fly my kingdom. 
| PÞofi. No longer thine. 
me? King. Les, and proud Rome a province. 
; [Exit Poſthumius, Cr. 
In brave, they make, they tyrannize o'er kings. 
des; The name of king the proſtrate world ador d, 
be Romulus had call'd his thieves together. 
53 lu let me pauſe Net Quintius hand, or ſeal? 
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Doube and impatience, like thick finoke aud l. 
Cloud, and torment my reaſon. 
Mut. Sir, recal 
_— And re-examine thuſe you ſent to Rome. 
| You took their evidence in haſte and anger. 
. Torture, if they refuſe, will tell the truth. | 
[Exit King and Antigonus, 
Enter EAI ZU NI and DEL1 4, meeting. 


en'd death, 

Was lately taken at the city gates, 

So ſtroagly guarded by his father's pow'rs, 

And now confin'd, expects his final doom. 
Erix. Impriſun d and to die And let him dim 

Bid Dymas' daughter weep I half forgot 

His perjur'd inſolence I' go arid glut 

My vengeance. O how juſt a traitor 's death! 
And, biecher ll, > trainer tommy have. 1 

| [Excunt Evinenc aud Deli. | 
SCENE Ss, and fbews DeME TRIVSs in prifos.. 

Dem. Thou ſubterranean ſepulchre of peace: 

Thou home of horror! hideous neſt of crimes: 
_ Guilt's firſt fad ſtage in her dark road to hell! 
Ye thick-barr'd ſunleſs paſſages for air, 
To keep alive the wretch that longs to dic! 
Ye low-breow'd arches, thio' whoſe ſullen gloom 
Reſound the ceaſcleſs groans of pale deſpair! 
Ye dreadful thambles, cak'd with human blood! 
Receive a gueſt from far, far other ſcenes, 
Caruuſing feſtivals, harmonious bow'rs, | 


THE BROTHERS ay 


o how unlike to theſe ? Heart-breaking load 
1 of ſhame eternal, ne er to be knock's off! 

F 0! welcome death, no, never but by thee, — 

Ir has a foe done this. ——A friend! a father 
| W 


Euter ERIXIN E. 


[Demetrius gazing on ber. 

& look'd in chaos the firſt beam of light. 
How drives the ſtrong enchantment of her eye 
Alt horror hence — How die the thoughts of death! 
Pm. I knew not my own heart. I cannot bear it, 
thame chides me back : -for to infult his woes 


too ſevere; and to condole, too kind. [Gomng. 


Dem. Thus I arreſt you in the name of mercy, 


And dare compel your ſtzy. Is then one look, 


we word, one moment, a laſt moment too, 
When I ſtand tottering on the brink of death, 


3 too much 


For one that loves like me ? A length of years 
don may devote to my bleſt rival's arms; 


$ Jak but one ſhort moment. O permit, 


Fermit the dying to lay claim to thee, 


# Tothee, thou dear equivalent for life— 


Cruel, relentleſs, marble-hearted maid ! 

Erix. Demetrius, you perſiſt to do me wrong. 
For know, tho' I behold thee as thou art, 
Doubly a traitor, to the ſtate and me; 


my forrow, thy diſtreſs, _ oy 
; Fown it is a fault, I pity thee. 


Eater Oryic z. 
of. My Lord, your time is ſhort, and death waits 
for you. 
Du. Death'—1 forgive thee, from my inmoſt foul. 
Dex. Forgive me! Oh! thou necd'ſt not to forgive, 


* 


* */ R as 1 * 4 i 4 — 
* © oY - EE 4 
* 
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If impoſition had nes fruck thee blind. 

Truth lyes im. ambuſh yet, but will fart up, ö 

And ſeize thy trembling ſoul, when mine is fled; 

O I've a thouſrnd, thouſand things to fay. 
Erix. And I ara come a ſeeret to diſcle/c, 
Of. My Lord, your final moment is expir d. 
Dem. and Er:x. One, one ſhort moment more. 
Dem. No; death lets fall 

The curtain, and divides our loves for ever. | 

[is forced a 

P. Oh! Out © Suey Gongpon in my fouk, 

Nor want an executioner to kill me. 

What revolutions in the human heart | 
SCENE ns. Enter AnTiGoNvs, with attend, 

Was't not that each man calls for ethers virtue, 

Her very name oa carth would be forgot, 

And leave the tongue as it has left the heart. 

Was ever ſuch a labour'd plan of guilt ? 

Take the King's mandate, to the prifon fly, 

Enter EAA. 


The Princeſs! ha! heganes + [To the Attendants. 
While I tir up an equal tranſport here. 

Princeſs, I fee your gricfs, and judge the cauſe; 
But I bring news might raiſe you from the grave, 
Or call you down from beaw'n to hear with joy. 
Juſt guds ! the virtuous will at laſt prevail. 

Ou motives here too tedious to relate, 

I begg'd the King to re-examine thaſe 
 Whocame am Rowe: The Kingappror wp cont. 
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———— 
That Perſeus brit'd them to their perjuries; 
That Quintius” letter was a forgery; 

That Prince Demetrius' intercourſe with Rome 


4 Was innocent of treaſon to the ſtate. 


. © my fwroln heart ! 9 
with me ? 
__ Beds center this moſt frryribag news, 
Dymas, who, ftriving to ſuppreſs a tumult 
The rumour of Demetrius flight had rais'd, 
Was wounded fore, with his laſt breath confeſs'd 


The Prince refus'd his daughter : which affront 


iam d the ſtateſman to his Prince's ruin. _—_— 
Erix. Did he refuſe her? [ $woons. 
Ant. Quite o'crcome with joy! a * 


F Tranſported out of life!—The gods reſtore her! 


r. Ah! why recal me? This is a new kind 


 Emurder; moſt ſevere that dooms to life. 


Ant. Fair Princefs, you confound me. 
Pix. Am f fair? 


| am I a princeſs ? Love and empire mine? 


Gay, gorgeous viſions dancing in my fight !— 


} to, here 1 tand, > naked ſhipwreck's wretch, 
4 Gold, trembling, pale, ſpent, helplefs, hopelefs, mad; 


Giſt on a ſhore as crue! as the waves, 


Oerbung with rugged rocks too ſtcep to climb; | 


" it: Nadeem, the King abfotres you fiem your vow. 
' Erix For me it matters not, but oh! the Prince 


| When he had ſhot the gulph of his deſpair, 


Emergiog into all the light of heav'n, 
Then to make ſhipwreck of his happineſs, 


{ Libr a poor wretch that has eſcap'd the ſtorm, 


4 * * N : « . 
9 N 8 * N 
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And fram to what he deems an happy ieee, 
When lol the ſavage natives drink his blood. 
Ah: why is vengeance fweet to woman's pride, 
1 | 
Delia. Madam, he comes. 

Pix. Leave us, Antigonus. 

Aut. What dreadful feeret this >—Bur il obey, 
Tnvoke the gods, and leave the reſt to Fate. 

. [Exit Antigonus, 

He comes, like flow'rs ambrofial, early born, 
To meet the blaſt, and periſh in the ſtorm. 


Enter Di METRIVUS. 


1 
Have I then ſound thee, thou celeſtial maĩd! 
Like a fair Venus in a ſtormy ſea; 

Or a bright goddeſs, thro' the ſhades of night, 
Dropp'd from the ſtars to theſe bleſs'd arms again? 
How exquiſite is pleaſure after pain! 

Why throbs my heart fo turbulently ſtrong, 
Pain'd at thy preſence, theo” redundant joy, 

Like a poor miſer beggar'd by his ſtore ? | 

Dem. Talk not of forrow, leſt the gods reſent, 
As underpriz'd, fo loud a call to joy. 

I live, I love, am lov'd, I have her here! F 
Rapture in preſent, and in proſpect more! s» 
— — no deſpair; 
Fox jealoukies, for partings, groans, and death, | 
A train of joys the gods alone *can name! 
When Heav'n deſcends in bleſſings fo profuſe, 
30 ſudden, fo ſurpaſſing hope's extreme, 
"Tis impious to be niggards in delight; 
Joy becomes duty; Heav'n calls for ſome exceſs, 


0 


rs firuck dumb Nor can I ſpeak Vet mult L 
Inemble on the brink; yet muſt pluage in— 


3 Man's common courſe of nature is diſtreſs : 


| To hope, how bold! how daring to be fond, ; 
men what our fondueſs graſps is not immortal? 
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| and tranſport flames as incenſe to the (Lies. 


Eri. Tranſport how dreadful! 
Dem. Turns Erixene ? 


Can ſhe not bear the ſunſhine of our fate! 


Meridian happineſs 15 pour'd around us ; | 
The laughing Loves deſcend in ſwarms upon us, 


| And where we tread is an eternal ſpring. 


Jy Heav'n, I almoſt pity guilty Perſeus 
For ſuch a loſs. | 
Erix. That ſtabs me through and through! | 
Dem. What ſtabs thee ?—Spcak.——Have I then 
loſt thy love! | 
Erix. To my confuſion be it fpoke—'Tis thine. | | 
Dem. To thy confuſion ? Is it then a crime? = 


{| You heard how dying Dymas clear'd my fame. 


Eris. I heard, and trembled; heard, aud ran di- 
Dem. Aſtoniſhment ! 
Fix. I've nothing elſe to give thee. 
{He ſteps back in ajiuniſkhment, ſhe in agont; and 
both are ſilent for jome tame. 


know, my Demetrius, joys are for the gods; 
ths joys are prodigies ; and, like them too, 


Portend approaching ill. The wiſe man ſtarts, 
And trembles at the perils of a bliſs. 


I'will preſume on thy known ſteddy virtue, 
And treat thee like a man; I will, Demetrius! 


V longer in my boſom hide a brand 


That burns unſeen, and drinks my vital blood. 
Dem. What myſtery ? —— 
Bix. The blackeſt. 

Ver. I. T 


3 
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Dem. How every terror doubles in the dark! 
Why muffled up in filence ſtands my fate? 
2 waa 
And ſhew if Fm a man. 

Erix. It calls for more. 

Dem. It calls for me then; love has made me more, 
Erix. O fortify thy foul with more than love; 
To hear, what heard, thou'lt curſe the tongue that 

tells thee. 

Dem. Curſe whom ? curſe thee ? 

Erix. Yes, from thy inmoſt foul. 

Why doſt thou lift thine eyes and hands to heav'n! 
The pow'rs, moſt conſcious of this deed, refide 
In darkneſs, howl below in raging fires, | 
Black gods of execration and deſpair! 
'Thro' dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way, | 
While Nature ſhakes, and vapours blot the fun; 
r 
That I am 
Dem. What — Tl have it, tho' it blaſt me. 
Erix. Thus then in thunder—T am Perſeus' wiſe. 


[Demetrius falls again/? the ſcene. After a b | 1 
Dem. In thunder No; that had not ſtruck o All 


deep. | 
What tempeſt e er diſcharg'd ſo fierce a fire 
Calm and deliberate anguiſh feeds upon me. 
Each thought ſent out for help brings in new woe. 
Where ſhall I turn? where fly? to whom but thee? 

[Kueeling. 

Tremendous Jove! whom mortals will not know 
From bleſſings, but compel to be ſevere, 
I feel thy vengeance, and adore thy pow'r; 
1 fee my failings, and abſolve thy rage. 
But oh! I muſt perceive the load that's on me; 
I can't but tremble underneath the ſtroke. = 

2 


7 


| Vil fee thy face no more 
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Aid me to bear !—But ſince it can't be borne, 
Jon let thy mercy burſt in flames upon me 


Thy triple bolt is healing balm to this ; 

This pain unfelt, unfancy'd by the wretch, 

The groaning wretch, that on the wheel expires. 
Fir. Why did I tell thee ? 

Dem. Why commit a deed 


Too ſhocking to be told? What fumes of hell 
Flew to thy brain? What fiend the crime infpir'd ? 


Eris. Perſeus, laſt night, as foon as thou waſt fled, 
At that dead hour when good men are at reſt, 
When every crime and horror is abroad, 
Graves yawn, fiends yell, wolves howl, and ravens 
ſcream, 


| Than ravens, wolves, or fiends more fatal far, 


To me he came, and threw him at my feet, 


And wept, and ſwore, unleſs I gave conſent 


Tocall a prieſt that moment, all was ruin'd : 
That, the next dav, Demetrius and his pow'rs 


aht conques, he loſe me, and I my crown, 


Confer'd by Philip but on Perſeus' wife. 


Iſtarted, trembled, fainted ; he invades 
| Hy half-recover'd ſtrength, brib'd prieſts conſpire, 


All urge my vow, all teize my ravith'd hand, 
Invoke the gods, run o'er the hafty rite, 


mile each ill omen of the tky flew o'er us, 


And furies „r 


An ſt thou forgive ? 


Dem. By all the flames of love, 
And torments of deſpair, I never can. 
The furies toſs their torches from thy hand, 
And all their adders __ head ! 


(Going. 
Erix. Thy rage is juſt. 
Yet ſtay and hear me. [Shc kneels and bolds bim. 
Dem. Fe heard too mack. | 
T 2 
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Frix. "Till thou haſt heard the whole, O d un 


curſe me ! 
Dem. Where can I find a curſe ts zene add iid 
Frix. Mercy! Lea 


Dem. Her tears, like drops of molten lead, 
With torment burn their paſſage to my heart! 
r Ait. 
Erix. Mercy! 
Frix. Stamp till the centre ſhakes, 
so black a dzmon ſhalt thou never raiſe. 
perſcus! Can'ſt thou abhor him more than I ? 
Nen has its furies, Perſeus has his love, 
And, oh! Demetrius his eternal hate. 
em. Eternal! Yes, eternal and eternal! 
As deep and cvcriafting as my pain. 
Erix. Some god deſcend, and ſoothe his foul ts 
peace ! 
em. Talk' ſt thou of peace? what — 
deſtow'd? | 
A Drain diſtratcd and a broken heart! | 
Talk ſt thou of peace? Hark, hazk, thy huſband call, } 
His father's rebel! brother's murderer ! 
Nature's abhorrence, and—thy lawful lord ! 
Fly, my kind patroneſs, and in his boſum 
Conſult my peace. | 
Erix. 1 never ſhall be there, 
My Lord! my life ! 
Dem. How ſay'ſt? Is Perſeus n 
Fly, fly! away, away! tis death! tis inceſt! 
Starting wide and looking round bim. As be 
going, ſhe lays hold of his robe. 
Dar'ſt thou to touch Demetrius? Dar'ſt thou nod 
him | 
Kv'n with thine eye? 
Erix. I dare——ane more, dare ſeize, 


ſt thou 


4 he it 


| Adcity ſtands guard on ev'ry charm, 


- 
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| and fix him here : no doubt, to thy ſurprize.— 


Im blemiſh'd, not abandon'd; honour ſtill 
k faced in my fight. Thou call ſt it inceſt; 


Tis innocence, tis virtue, if there's virtue 


n fd inviolable ſtrength of love. 

For know, the moment the dark deed was done, 
The moment madneſo made me Perſeus' wife, 

1555 d this friend, and lodg'd him in my boſom, 
[Shewing a dagger. 


1 ö 

Himly reſolv'd I never would be more. | 

| And now | fling me at thy feet, imploring | 
Thy ſtecdicr hand to guide him to my heart. 


Who wed in vengeance, wed not but to die. 
De. Has Perſeus then an hymeneal claim? 


| 
And no divorce but death ?—and death from me, 


Who ſhovid defend thee from the world in arms? 


| 0 thou ſtill excellent! ſtill moſt belov d 2 


Erix. Life is the foe that parts us; Death, a friend,, 
All knots diſſolving, joins us, and for ever. 

Why ſ y diſorder d? Wherefore ſhakes thy frame? | 
Look on me ; do I tremble ? Am I pale ? 


ben | let looſe a figh, !'ll pardon thine. 


Take my example, and be bravely wretched ; 
True grandeur riſes from ſurmounted ills; 


| The wretched only can be truly great. 


I not in kindneſs, yet in vengeance ſtrike ; 
Tis not Erixene, tis Perſeus wife. 
Thou'lt not reſign me? | 
Dem. Not to Jove. 
Erix. Then ftrike. 
Dem. How can | ſtrike? 
[Gazing on her with affon;ſoment. 


| Stab at the face of Heav'n 


How can ! ſtrike Let how can I forbeas ? 
I feet a thuutand deaths, debating one. 


MY 
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And ſtrikes at me. 

Eris. As will thy brother ſoon: 
He's now in arms, and may be here this hour. 
Nothing ſo eruel as too ſoft a foul ; N 
This is ſtrange tenderneſs, that breaks my heart; 
Strange — that dooms to double death 
To Perſeus. 

Dem. True — But how to ſhun that horror? 


By wounding thee, whom ſavage pards would ſpare> | 


My heart's iababitant ! my foul's ambition 

By wounding thee, aud bathing in thy blood; 

That biood illuftrious, thro' a radiant race 

Of kings and heroes, rolling down from gods | 
Erix. Heroes and kings, and gods themſelves muſt 


yield 
To die: ccctiiny. 
Dem. Since that abſolves me, 
Stand firm and fair. 
Erix. My boſum meets the point, 
Than Perſcus far more welcome to my breaſt. 
Dem. Neceſſity, for gods themiclves too ſtrong, 


Is weaker than thy charms. Drops the daggen. | 


Erix. O my Demetrius! 


Turnus, and goes to a ferther part of the ſtage. | 


Dem. O my Erixene ! 


| [Both filent, weep, and tremble, | 
Erix. Farewell. [ Going, | 


Dem. Where goeſt! [ Paſſionately ſeizing lex 
Erix. To ſeek a friend. 
Den. He's here. | 
Erix. Yes, Perſeus” friend 
Ear th, open aud rective me! 
em, Vicav'n firike us dead, 
And ſave me from a double ſuicide, * 
Aud 6ac of tenſuld death.—0 Jove! O Jore! 
Lalling on bis knees 


| 

; 

= 
That cannot feel. Mine bleeds at every vein. 


| Demetrius? gh outſtings due darts of death. 


denth 
Ning. Death — Who fhaji queil tale Perſeus now i 
in arms ? : 
| Who pour niy tempeſt en tne Capo}? | 
How 041] | tweeten life to thy lad tpirĩit ö 


u quit my throne this hour, and thou halt reign. 
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nut Tm diſtracted. [Suddenly ſtarting up. 


| What can Jove ?—Why pray! 


What can I pray for ? 
- Frix. For a heart. 


Dem. Yes, one 


Who never lov d, ne'er ſuiſer'd ; he feels 

Who nothing feels but for himſelf, alone; 

And when we feel for others, Reaſon reels, 
Oerloaded, from her path, and man runs mad; 
As love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, 

Love only feels the marvellous of pain; 
Opens new veins of torture in the ſoul, 


Ev'n Dymas, Perſeus, (hearts of adamant) 


Might weep theſe torments of their mortal foe. 


n. Shall I be lefs compaſſionate than they? 
[ Takes up the dagger. 
| What love deny'd, thine agonies have done; | 
{ Stabs herſelf. | 


Enter the KING, Cc. 


King. Give my Demetrius to my arms; I call him 
To life from death, to tramvort from deſpair. 
Dem. Sce Peiicus' wife! „e, af trix. } Let 
Delia tell the rc. 
"King. My grict-accuſtom'd cart can gueſs tuo well, | 
Dem. That figh turns all to guilt, but tears and 


Dem. You recommend that death you would dif- 
ſuadc ; t 
; . 
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Ennobled thus by fame and empire loſt, 
As well as life \—Small facrifice to love. 
[Going to ſtab hinſelf, — ns... 
| but too late. 
King. Ah, hold ! nor ſtrike thy dagger theo' my 
heart ! 
[ Falis down, 
King. There Philip fell! there Macedon expir'd! 
I ſee the Roman eagle hov'ring o er us, 
And the ſhaft broke ſhould bring her to the ground. 
; [Printing a: Dem. 
Dem. Hear good Antigonus my laſt requeſt. 
Tell Perſeus, if he'll ſheath his impious ſword 
Drawn on his father, Il forgive him all, 
Though poor Erixzene lyes bleeding by. 
G dd. 1 
King. lis ward dis . me, aa dh 5 
death ! J 
| What then are both !—O Philip, once renown'd ! 
Where is the pride of Greece, the dread of Rome! 
The theme of Athen, the wide world's example, 
And the god Alexander's rival now! : 
Ev'n at the foot of Fortune's precipice, 
Where the ſlave's figh wafts pity to the Prince, 
Aud his omnipotence cries out for more. 
Ant. As the ſwoln column of afcending ſmoke, 
So folid fwells thy grandeur, pigmy Mau 
King. My life's deep tragedy was f aun'd with art, 
From ſcene to ſcene advancing in u:!:-! >, 
'Thro” a fad ſeries to this dire leut: 
As if the Thracian Queen conducted, 
And wrote the moral in ker clover: d; 
(Which ſeas might labour to waſh out in vaio.) 


h art, 


A guiltleſs victim for his father's deed. 


Hear it, ye nations! diſtant ages! hear ; 


i And learn the dread decrees of Jove to fear : 


His dread deerees the ſtricteſt balance keep; 


The father groans who made a mother weep. 


But if no terror for yourſelves can move, 
Tremble, ye parents, for the child you love; 
For Your Demetrius: mine is doom's to bleed, 
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————_ —————_—__R_— 


—— 


AN HISTORICAL © 
By the AuT#uor. | 


AN Epilogue, thro” cnflom, is your right, 
But ne er, ps, was needful till this night. 
Ti-night the virtucus falls, the guilty flics, 

Guilt f dreaajul cloſe our narrow ſcene denies. 
Tn hiſtory's authentic record read | 

What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius“ ſhade : 
Vengeance 5 great, that, when his tale is told, 
With pity ſome ev'n Perſeus may behcld. 

Perſeus ſuruivꝰ d, indeed, and fill the throne, 
Put cea ſele ſi cares in conqueſt made him groan ; 
Nor reigud be bng; from Reme ſwift thunder flew, 
And headlong from bis throne the tyrant threw e 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph led, 
For ibis :'ght's deed his perjur'd boſom bled. 

His brother”s g haſt each moment ne him ſtart, 
And al bis father's anguiſh rent bis heart. 

When rob d in black his children rouad him hung, 
| Hind their rois'd arms in early furrow wrung ; 
The younger ſmid, uncon ſi ag of their woe, 
At which thy tears, O Rome! began to flow, 

So fad the ſcene e what then muſt Per ſcus feel, 
To fee foue's race attend the vifter's wheel; 
To fee te ſlaves of bis wor foes meverſe, 
From /uch a ſource !—an emperer's emo» are. 
He ficken ſoon to death, aud, what is worſe, 
He well deſerv'd, and felt the coward's carſe ; 
Un pity d, ſeorn'd, inſulted bis lajt Your, 

Far, far from home, and in a vo/ſai's pow'r. 
His pale check reſted on his ſhameful chain, 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign. 
Na ſuit retards, no comfort ſoothes bis deams 
And not one tear bedews a monarchs tomb. 

| = ends it — * dlete, 

s ancient empire falling, ſpares bis fate. 

His throne 2 ing country chain d! 
Aud nations bere Alexander reigu d. 
A public woes @ prince crimes purſue, 


Shout Britons, Bang '— Au picious fortune bleſs! 
Aud cry, Long live U A title to ſucceſs £ 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
| THE following pieces are omitted in the editions 
of Dr Young's works, faid to be reviſed and cor- 
| rected by the Author; but are here inſerted, to 


- 


complete collection of this Author's works. 


gratify thoſe who would with to be poſſeſſed of a | 
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| IMPERIUM PELAGI;' 


A 


[NAVAL LYRIC: 


Written in Imitation of 


| PINDAR's SPIRIT. 


Occafioned by 


His MajzsTy's return from Hanover, 
September 1729, and the ſucceeding 
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| aPINDARIC carries a formidable found; but 
there is nothing formidable in the true nature of 
it: of which (with utmoſt ſubmiſſion) I conceive 
the critics have hitherto entertained a falſe idea. 
Pindar is as natural as Anacreon, though not fo 
familiar : as a fixed ſtar is as much in the bounds 
of nature as a flower of the field, though lefs ob- 
vious, and of greater dignity. This is not the re- 
ceived notion of Pindar. I hall therefore foon 
Gpport at large that hint which is now given. 
| Trade is a very noble ſubject in itſelf; more proper 
' than any for an Engliſhman ; and particularly 
_  ſeafonable at this juncture. 
e have more ſpeæcimens of good writing in every 
province than in the ſublime, our two famous 
epic poems excepted. I was willing to make an 
attempt where | had the teweſt rivals. | 
I, on reading this ode, any man has a fuller idea ol 
the real intereſt, or poilible glory of bis country, 
than before; or a ſtronger impreſſion from it, or 
a warmer conceru tor it; I give up to the critic 
nan further reputation. 
Ve have many copies and tranſlations that paſs for 
originals. This ode, I humbly conceive, is an 
original, though it profeſſes imitation. No man 
can be like Pindar, by imitating any of his par- 
ticular works ; any more than like Raphael, by 
copying the Cartoons. The genius and ſpirit of 
fuch great men muſt be collected from the whole; 
and when thus we are poſſeſſed of it, we muſt 
exert its energy in ſubjects and defigns of our own. 
Nothing is ſo unpindarical as following Pindar 
an the foot. Pindar is an original, and he muſt 
Uz 
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be fo too who would be like Pindar in that which | 


is his greateſt praiſe. Nothing ſo unlike as a ch 
copy and a noble original. 


| As the bengps, Plader has an undeoken ode of & | 


hundred lines. Nothing is long or ſhort in wii 


ring, but relatively to the demand of the ſubject, | 


and the manner of treating it. A diſtich may be 
long, and a folio ſhort. However, I have broken 
this ode into ſtrains, each of which may be can 
fidered as a ſeparate ode, if you pleaſe. Andit 
the variety and fulneſs of matter be conſidered, l 
am rather apprehenſive of danger from brevity in 
this ode, than from length. But lank writing is 


what I think ought moſt to be declined, if for nr 


thing elſe, for our plenty of it. 
The ode is the moſt ſpirited kind of poetry, and the 
Pindaric is the moſt ſpirited kind of ode. This l 


ſpeak at my own very great peril; but truth ha 


D 


ruin 


t 11 


nr 


| 11+ 005 confits of a Prelude ; five ai,; a Nan; a Cloſe, 


and a Chorus. 


PREEL UD KL 
pH E An addreſs to the veſſel that brought” 
over the King, Who ſhould fing on this occaſion. Pin- 
rie boaſt. 
| STRAIN 1. How the King attended, A proſpect of hap» 
- Induſtry. A ſurpriſiag inſtance of it in Old Rome... 


| The miſchief of dan. What happineſs is. Sloth its- 
enemy. Trade natural to Britain. Trade invok'd. 
Befcrib'd. What the greateſt human excellence. Tlie 
praiſe of wealth. Its uſe, abuſe, end. The variety of 
nature. The final moral cauſe of it. The benefit of man's 
neceſlicies. Britain's naval ſtores. She makes all nature 
ſerviceable to her ends. Of reaſon. Its excellence. Now. 
we ſhould form our eſtimate of things. Reaton's difficule 
taſk. Why the firſt glory hers. Her effets in OW Britain. 
STRAIN. IH. Arts from commerce. Why Britain hould 
purſue it. What wealth includes. An hiſtorical digre- 
fion, which kind is moſt frequent in Pimdar. Tlie wealth 
and wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach of her ruia. 
The cauſe of it. Her crimes thror gh all ranks and orders. 
Her miſerable fall. The neighbouring kings juſt reflec- 
tion on it. An awful image of the divine power and 
vengeance. From what Tyre fell, and how deep her ca- 


lamity. 

STRAIN IM. An inference from this biſtory. Advice 
w Britain. More proper to her than ether nations. How 
far the ſtroke of tyranny reaches. What ſupports our en- 
deavours. The unconſidered benefits of liberty. Britaiu's 
obligation to purſue trade. Why above half the globe is 
fea. Britain's grandeur frum her ſituation. The winds, 
the ſeas, the conſtellations, deſcrib d. Sir Ifaac Newton's 
praiſe. Britain compar'd with ether ſtates. The Levis 

than deſcrib'd. Britain's lite, and antient title to the 
feas. Who rivals her. Of Venice. Hulland. Some wt 
fpiſe trade as mean. Cenſured for it. Trade's 


commended to the merchant. What falſe joy. What wue. 
What religion is to the merchant. Why trade more gle. 
rious in Britons than others. How warmly and how long to 

be purſacd by us. The Briton's legacy. Columbus. Nis 

praiſe. America defcrib'd. Worlds ſtill unknown. Queen 

Elizabeth. King George the II. His glory navally re. 

preſented. — 

STRAIN V. What is the bound of Britain's power. 
that of the moſt famed in hiſtory. The fign 

What the conſtellations are. Argo. The 

Dolphin. Eridianus. The Lion. Libra. 

nice. The Britiſh ladies cenſured. The 

the ſea is. Apuſtruphe to the Emperor. The ifh ar» 

mado, How Britain ſhould tpeak her reſentment. What 
gives power. What natives do in war. The Tartar, 

Mogul. Africa, China. Who maſter of the world. What 

the hiſtory of the world is. The genealogy of glory. M- 

Rakes about it. Peace the merchant's harveit. Ships of 


— divine origin. Mcrcharſts ambaſſadors. The Briton:? 


voyage. Praite the food of glory. Britain's record. 
The M O R A I.. | 
The moſt happy ſhould be the moſt virtuous. Of eternity, 
What Britain's art ſhould be. Whence flavery. 
Tn CIAO T1T 
This ſubj:-t now firſt ſang. How ſung. Preferable ts 
Piadar's ſubjects. How Bricain ſhould be ſung by all. 


CHORUS. 
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MERCH AN T. 
A N 
0 D E 


On the Britiſh Trade and Navigation. 


To his Grace 


Tie DUKE of CHANDOS. 


c er pedo, 


con bUx Ata ra- 


> 1 1 1 u 


| I. 
F457 by the ſurge my limbs are ſpread ; 
The naval oak nods o'er my head; 
The winds are loud; the waves tumult uous rowl > | 


Ye winds ! indulge your rage no more; 
Ye ſounding billows ! ceaſe to roar : 


| The god defcends ; and traniports warm my ſoul. 


II. 
The waves are huſh'd; the winds are ſpent; 
This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent, 
Icelebrate in ſong. Fam'd ifle! no leſs, 
By nature's tavour, from mankind, 
Than by the foaming ſea disjoin'd; 


| Alone in bliis! an ile in happineſs! 


a THE MERCHANT, 


III. 

Tho' Fate and Time have dd my ſtrain, 
Tho” youth no longer fires my veins, 

Tho flow their ſtreams in this cold climate run; 
Necals the warmth of blooming years, 

——ñ «—— 


. 
That glads the heart of CaROoL IR E, 

Its grand depoſit faithful to reſtore ; 

Salute the bark that ne'er ſhould hold 
So rich a freight in gems or gold, 
And loaded from both Indies would be poor. 
V. 
My foul! to thee ſhe fpreads her ſails; 
Their boſoms fill with facred gales ; 

With inſpiration from the godhead warm ; 
Now bound for an eternal clime, 

O ſend her down the tide of Time, 

Snatch'd from oblivion, ang ſecure from ſtorm... 

VI. | 
Or teach this flag like that to ſoar, 
Which gods of old and herocs bore : 
Bid her a Britiſh conſtellation riſe 
The fea ſhe ſcorns; and, now, ſhall bound: 
On lofty billows of ſweet ſound; 

I am her pilot, and her port the ſkies !' 
Dare you to ſing, ye twinkling train! 
Silence, ye wretched ! ye profane ! 

Who ſhackle proſe, and boaſt of abſent gods; 
Who murder thought, and numbers maim, 
Who write Pindarics cold and lame, 

And labour ſtiff Anacreontic odes. | 


The Veil in which the King came over. 
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VIII. 
Ye lawful ſons of genius, riſc! 
ot genuine title to the Mies; 


| Ye founts of learning! and ye mints of fame! 


You, who file off the mortal part 


And drink pure ſong from Cam's or Iſis ſtream.. 


IX. 
I glow, I burn! the numbers pure, 
High-flavour'd, delicate, mature, 
ſtream from my unlabour'd breaſt; 
As when full-ripen'd teems the vine, 
The generous burſts of willing wine, 
Diſtil nectareous from the grape unpreſs'd. 


SEK ALL 
. 
Cur Monarch comes] nor mes alone ! 
What ſhining forms ſurrounfl his throne, 


0 Sun! as planets thee ! to my loud ſtrain 


See Peace, by Wiſdom led, advance; 
The Grace, the Muſe, the Seafon, dance! 


| <a ena 


Our Monarch comes ! RI 
New glories kindle round his throne :; 


| The viſions riſe! I triumph as i gaze. 


By Pindar led, I turn'd of late 
The volume dark, the fulds of Fate; 


| And, now, am preſent to the future blaze. 


III. 


By George and Jove it is decreed, 
The mighty months in pomp proceed. 


| Fair daughters of the fun —0 thou divine, 


Blefs'd Induſtry! a ſmiling earth 
From thee alone derives its birth : 


By thee the ploughſhare and its maſter ſhine. 


a THE MERCHANT, 


Iv. 
Prom thee, maſt, cable, anchor, oar, 

From thee the cannon, and his roar; 

On oaks nurs'd, rear'd by thee, wealth, empire grom: 

O golden fruit! oak well might prove 
I be facred tree, the tree of Jove; 

All Jove can give, the na al oak beſtows. 
, 

What cannot Induſtry complete ? 
weben Punic war firſt flam'd, the great, 
Bold, active, ardent Roman fathers meet: 
| «© Fell all your groves,” a Flamen cries; 

As ſoon they fall; as foon they rite; 

One moon, a foreſt, and the next, a flect. 
VI. 

Is floth indulgence? "Tis a toil ; 
Enervates man, and damns the foil; 
Defeats creation, plunges in diſtreſs, 

Cankers onr being, all devours : 

A full exertion of our pow'rs ! 

Thence, and thence only, — 
VII. 

The ſtream may ſtagnate, yet · be clear; 

The ſun ſuſpend his ſwift career, 

Yet healthy Nature feel her wonted force; 

'Ere man, his active ſprings reſign'd, 

Can ruſt in body and in mind, 
Yet taſte of bliſs, of which he choaks the fource. 
VIII. 

Where, Induſtry ! thy daughter fair ? 

Recal her tu her native air: | 
Here was Trade born, — — | 

And ever ſhall the flourith here : 

What tho” ſhe languiſh'd ? twas but fear; 
She's ſound of heart, her conſtitutian's ſtrong. 

L. Flozus.. 
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| IX. | 
Wake, ſling her up. Trade ' lean no more 
on thy fix'd anchor, puſh from ſhore; 
Barth lyes before thee, every climate court. 
And ſee! e's rous d, abfolv'd from fears, 
| Her brow in cloudlefs azure rears, 
Spreads all her fail, and opens every port. 
X. 
See, cheriſh'd by her ſiſter, Peace, 
1 She levics gain on every place, 
Religion, habit, cuſtom, tongue and name! 
| Again, ſhe travels with the ſun, 
| Again, ſhe draws a golden zone Tame! 


XI. 
Ten thouſand active hands, that hung 
m ſhameful floth, with nerves unſtrung, 
| The nation's languid load, defy the ſtorms, 
| The long-moor'd veſicls wing to fea, 


XII. 
| Their ſedgy forcheads lift and finile; 
| Streams charg'd with wealth, and vow to buy 
| Britannia for their great ally, 
| Vith climes paid down; what can the gods do more? 
XIII. 
France gen rous wines to crown it, Arab ſweet 
Wich gales of incenſe ſwells our ſails, 


2 THE MERCHANT, 


XIV. 
Lururiant ifle! what tide that flows, 
| Or ſtream that glides, or wind that blows, 
Or genial fun that ſhines, or ſhow'r that pours, 
But flows, glides, breathes, ſhines, pours for thee? 
How every heart dilates to ſee 
Fach laud's cach feafon blending on thy theres ? 
XV. 
All theſe one Britiſh harveſt make ! 
And fondly give in boundleſs dow'r 
To mighty G= oxG e's growing pow'r, 
Ths SERIE Gantd nes Gy Tied Wag: 
XVI. 
Fair Virtue with the firſt renown : 
A large revenue, and a large expence, 
When hearts for others welfare glow, 
And ſpend as free as gods beſtow, 
Gives the full bloom to mortal excellence. 
XVII. 
Glow then my breaſt! abound my ſtore! 
This, and this boldly | implore ; 
Their want and apathy let Stoics boaſt : 
Paſſions and riches, good or ill, 
As us d by man, demand our ſkill; 
All bleffings wound us when difcretion's loſt. 
= 
Wealth, in the virtuous and the wiſe, 
"Tis vice and folly to deſpiſe : 
Let thoſe in praiſe of poverty refine, 
Whoſe heads or hearts pervert its uſe, 
The narrow-ſouPd or the profuſe, 
The truly great find morals in the mine. 
* 
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Happy the man? who, 'large of heart, 
Has learat the rare; illuffrions:art 
Of being rich: ſtores ſtarve us, or they cloy, | 
From gold, if move than chymic Grill | _ 
Extract not what is brigheer ſtill : | 


 *Fis hard to gaing muck harder — 


XX. 
Plenty's a means, and joy her end: A 


Achandee ſhines, when other's joys are done : 


As lofty turrets by their height, 
When humble feenes reſign their light, 


cas ao 


eee ee 
No fordid fon of thine hall dace 


1 Offend the donor of thy wealth and peace : 


To pour into thy tumid veins | 


That blood of nations ; commence aud increake. 


XXII. 
Here nodding floats the golden pin 
Lay forth their purple to the fun ; | 
Beneath the foil, there hagveſts run, 


And kings revenues ripen in the mines. 


XXII. 
What's various Nature ? art divine, 
Man's foul to ſoften and refine: | 


3956 ctw, 


That all may fland in need of all, 
And intereſt draw around the ball 


ic "005 wiper” ana 
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W. | 
Th bathe ans Can ven yn, 

His law fapreme 16 mortal men, Bs 
In their -necefitics difliactly weine 
Even appetite ſupplies the place 
Of abſent virtue, ab&at grace, 
r 

RXV. 
The wondering forcigner confound; - 

How ſtands the deep-aw'd continent aghaſt, 
As her proud feepter's ſons farvey, 
At every port, on every key, My 

Rae acti bb 

XXVI. 
— 

Sees here, by ſubjects of a Nritiſh king: 
How canth's abridg's! all nations xange 
A namow ſpot! our throng'd Exchange, 
Nor earth alone, all Nature bends 
In aid to Britain's glorious cuds : 

Toils the. in trade? or bleeds in honeſt wars? 
Her keel each yielding fea cathrals, | 
Each willing wind her canvas calls, 

un. 

In ſiae canin d, and humbly made, 
— — — 
_—— 
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"EA WOOD Dk as 
* pg glide my nl yoo 3 - 
2 um. me nam, fy wembling at thy light. | 


teighs over all ; 


— SPPTSOL 
Shall monarchs awe ? or-crowns me ? | 


Thoſe men the billy wotld difarm, 
3 Hude the dart, diſſolve the charm, is 
1 Vo kno the flender worth of men and things. 
The preſent object, prefent day, 
| Arc idle phantoms, and away; 
What's laſting only does cxiſt.. Know this, 
Life, fame, friends, freedom, call; 
Peace, commerce, freedom, nobly 
Teo launch us on the flood of endleſs bliſs. 
_ - 
How foreign theſe, tho” moſt in view ! 
| Thence form your rule; thence fix your citimate : 
| - For ſo the gods. But as the gains, 
} _. How great the toil? 'twill coſt more pains 
[| — — 
Ka. 
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a THE MERCHANY, 


| Henee, Reafon| the feſt pales io-ehines ie 
Old Britain learnt from thee to ſhine; - And 


„„ ² n High Lei 
— Armies, in war of fatal frown,” . Her 

Of peace the pride, Art's flowing gown, as 
Enrich, cxalt, defend, inflrudt our ifle. 


S TRAIN I. 
Commune gives arts, as well as gainz , ¼ 
i By Commerce waſted o'er the main, 
They barbarous climes culighten as they run; 
Arts, the rich traffic of the foul ! 
May travel thus from pole to pole, 
2 


e n 
Ply commerce, then, ye Britons bold, | 
Inur d to winds and feas ! leſt gods repent => 
The gods that thron'd you in the wave, 
And, as the trident's emblem, gave 

A triple-realm that awes the continent : 


m. 

And aves with wealth; for wealth is pow't: 

When Jove deſcends a golden ſhow'r, 
'Tis navies, mies, empire all in one 

View, emulate, outſhine old Tyre; 

In ſcarlet rob'd, with gems on fire, OY 
Her merchants, princes! every deck a throne! 

| Iv | 


yd 4afe. ww ctr 
| Nee call'@ the nations, and the call'S the fas, 4 

By both obey's: the Syrian fingsy + 

The Cyprian's art her viol firings; 
Toyarmah's ſteed alofig the valley neighs. 


I 
| The 


8 
_—_ ; 
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| my - 
—_ — hen Be. ? 
1 aa. oak tranefrm'd ber car; | 
mile: | Her mancies bang Arabia Mas | 

1 Her fail of purple Egype fprexds; 
4 — 


Gs” = = 
The Golden, City was her name! 
Thoſe ſtars on carth, the topaz, onyz blaze 
Beneath her foot : extent of coaſt, . a. | 
. Aud rich as Nitle's, let others boaſt; . Y 
| Has the fin nabier heart of the fram. | 4 "I 
VII. | 
O merchant-land ! as Eden fair! 
Ancient of empires ! Nature's care? | 
The ſtrength of ocean ! head of plenty's ſprings! 
The pride of iſles! in wars rever'd! 
: Mother of crafts! lov'd! counted l fear'd! 
 F Pilot of Kingdoms! and ſupport of kings! 


Great mart of nations !—But ſhe fell: 
Her pamper d fons revolt! rebel! | 
| The tempeſt howls ! her ſculptur d dome 
Soon, the wolf's refuge, dragon's home:? 
The land, one altar! a whole people ſlain! 
The deſtin d day puts on her frown; . 
The fable hour is coming down; . | 
She's on her march from yon almighty throne: 
| The fword and ſtorm are in her haud; 
'F She trumpets ſhrill her dread mand: 
— ,., 
X 3 


Ve: 


* ** * a 
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as THE MERCHANT, 
For, oh! her fins as red as blaod, 
As crimſon deep, outcry the flood; 4. 
Thbe queewof trade is bought, once wiſe ahn 
Now, 3 * 45 
_ | 


To things inglorious, far beneath | 

Thoſe high-burn fouls they proudly breathe, 

Her fordid nobles fink! her mighty bow! | 

Is it for this the groves around 

I . Return the tabeer's ſprightly found ? 

F. Is it for this the great ones toſs the brow ? 
What burning feuds 'twixt brothers reign? 

To nuptials cold, how glows the vein, 

Confounding kindred, and miſleading right? 

The fpurious lord it o'er the land! 

.  Buld Blaſphemy dares make a ſtand, 

| Aſſault the f&y, and brandiſh all her might! 

4 XIII. 
Tyre's artizan, fweet orator, 
Her merchant, ſage, big man of war, 

Her judge, her prophet, nay her hoary beads, 
Whoſe brows with wiſdom ſhould be crown'd, 
Her very prieſts in guilt abound: 

Hence, the world's cedar all her honours ſheds. 

XIV. 
What death of truth, what thirſt of gold ? 
Chiefs warm in peace; in battle cold ? 

What youth unletter'd ? baſe ones lifted high? 
What public boaſts ? what private views ? 
What defart temples? crouded ftews? 

What women !—practis'd but to rowl an eye! 


* 


4 XV. 
ol foul of henzt, hes faireſt dames 
2 - Decline the fan's intruding beams, 
ut, 1 To mad the midnight in their gloomy haunts: —© 
, Alas! there is, who ſees them there; 
There is who flatters not the fair, 
He ſees and thunders '—Now, in vain! 
In vain, her high, preſumptuous air 
In gorgeous vellments, rich and rare, 
XVH. 
* F In robes or gems, her coſtly lain 
Green, ſcarlet, azure, ſhine in vain! 
In vain their:golden head her turrets rear; 
In vain! high-flavour'd, foreign fruits, N 


Glide oer her tongue, and melt upon her car. 
XVI, 
In vain! wine flaws in various ſtreams f 
Wich helm and ſpear cach pillar gleams; J 
 - |} Damaſcus, vain! unfolds the gloffy ftore, | | 
t | | Vein arc her gods, and vainly men adore. | 
| * XIX. 
I Bell falls! the mighty Nebo bende“ 
The nations-biſs! her glory ends! 
Ia, her confidence! the flies from foes; 
5 | Foes meet her there: the wind, the wave, 
- Phage her in feas from which ber glory roſe. 


* «6 a 
0 ad | * 
F oy Ln hs". K 


nnr ear, = - 
Her ivory deck, embroider's fail, | 3 
And aft 

Or pilot lexrn'@ the ſialte, dor finks alone, 

XXI. 

la het firſt daun d the Bricifk right, 

* All flags abas'@ her ſex-dominion greet ? 
What tlio? ſhe longer warr'd than Troy? 
At length her foes that iſle deſtroy 

Whoſe conqueſt fail's as far as fail'd her fleet. . 

XXII. 
The kings the cloth's in purple, habe 
Their awful brows : O foul miſtake! 

O fatal pride! (they cry) this, this is ſhe, 3 
« Who fid—With my own art and am, a. 
* In the worlt's wealth l wrap me waym.— 2 

«. And fivelf's at heart, vain empreſs of the fea! 

XXIII. 
« This, this is ſhe, who meanly ſoar d: 
« Alas! how low to be adur'd, 

* And ſtile -herfelf a god Theo ſtormy wars 
« This cagle-iſfle her thunder bore, 

* her young with human gore; || 

* And vec E0rt 268 Tor nald antang the Recs. | 

XXIV. 
« But, ah, frail man! how impotent 

| To ſtand Heav'n's vengeance, or prevent? 

« To turn aſide the great Cxn4aTor's aim? . 
+ Shall landing with him cootend, 
Who makes the poles beneath him bend, 

And ſhall drink up the fea herſelf with flame! 

_ © & Curtiws. 
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P XXV. 


| © Farth, aeder, expyreum bow, 7 
© When from the brazen mountain's brow 


| * The Gov of battles takes his mighty bow: 


„Of wrath prepares to pour the flood, 
« Puts on his veſture dipt in blood, 


| « And marches out to ſcourge the world below. 


XXVI. 
« Ah, wretched ifle, once call'd the great! 
« Ad, ated, and — 


1 « Ador'd thee ſtanding, o'er thy ruins ſhout: 


XXVI. 
« To ſcourge with war, or peace beſtow, 
« Was thine, O fallen! fallen low! 3 
ns thine, of jarring thrones to fili debates: 
® How art thou fallen, down, down, down ? 
| « Wide, waſte, and night, and horror frown, 
| * Where empire flam's in gold, and balanc'd lates.” 


STRAIN II. 


I. | | 
Hue learn, as hearts are foul or pure, 
Our fortunes wither or endure : | 


Nations may thrive or periſh by the wave. 


What ſtorms from Jove's unwilling frown, 
A people's crimes follicit down ! | 


] Occan's the womb of riches and the grave. 


HI. 
This truth, O Britain ! ponder well; 
 Viztues ſhould riſe, as fortunes fwell : 
What is large property? the ſign of good, 
Of worth ſuperior : if tis lefs, 
Another's treaſure we poſſeſs, 


2 THE unc Ar. 


. 
This counſe? fuirs Britannia's nb, : 
een weuth and reedon's le 

To mln 
Who ſtarve, at home, on menge toil, 


W. 
And wound the ſoul; bow genius down, 
Lay virtue waſte ! for worth or arts who ſtrain, 
To throw them at a monſter's foot * 
"Tis property ſupports purſuit: 
* and freedom, gain. 


ene PTE 
She makes the blood and fpirits boil ; : 
Is Theban foag : 0 muſe! not thine, 
- 'Verit is gay Freedom's gift divine: | 
6——ñ̃ —ů 


enn cy phate; 

Britain, fair of the ſeas, | 
Is born for trade, to ploogh her field the wave; 

And reap the growth of every coaſt : 
A fpetk of kind ? but let her boaſt, 
„% 


Heat? ads a0 nts tis ts; 

Not cover d half with folid ſpace, 

Three parts ate fluid : empire of the fea! 
And why ? for commerce. Octan ſtreams 
Far that, thro* all his various names : 


N „ne 
Vricain, like fome great patentate = 
Of Eaſtern clime, retires in ſtate, 3 
_—_— guts ove the nations | would = prince draw nigh? 
He paſſes her ſtrong guards the waves, 
ot ſervant winds admiſhan craves, - 
m—} 


EPO foſt Zephyr there, 
Teen Eurus, Notus never fair, | 
BUY — 2 — cf ag, 
* Arr. 
The Caſpian, the broad Baltic boil, 
—— 


| 1 . 
4. | A golden hoſt! and azure plain! 
FT Ty turns do duty, and by turns retreat : 
A They may retreat, but not frum her; 
| 5 - The fars that quit this hemiſphere 
XL. 
Hyad, for her, leans oer her un; 
| For her, Orion glonies burn. 
* | The fair-fac'd fans of Mazcroth, 
His mighty foul did, like a giant, run 
| To the laſt volume's cloſing ſtar ; 
d every charaQer : 
Ris reaſon pour d new light upon the ſun. 


a THE MERCHANT, 
ant 
Let the proud brothers of the land, 
rr 
Not fuck the fea: let Fohe's ancient ine 
Vaſt tracts, and ample beings vaunt ; 
The camel low, fmall clephant ; | 
© Britain ! the Leviathan is thine. 
XIV. 
Brought forth her largeſt piece of life ! _ 
He fleeps as ie” bis Qaves the billowe warm! 
Dreadful Leviathan ! thy ſpout 4 
Invades the flies ; the lars are out: 
Re drinks a river, and dn a dn 


Th" Adin forge ron vr thr, 
German and 
Their mighty Genis kold us is their hp— 
Hear Egbert, Edgar, Ethelred ; Fi: 
+ The ſeas are ours.” — The monarchs faid— 
The floods their hands, their hands the nations clap. 
XVI. 
Wbenee is a rival then to riſe? 

Du he be found beneath the fes? 
Not there they dwell that can give Britain fear ; | 
The powers of carth, by rival aim, a 

Her grandeur but the more proclaim; 
And prove their diſtance moſt as they draw near. 
XVII. 
Proud Venice fits amid the waves; 
Her foot ambitious Occan laves : 
Art's nobleſt boalt! but O what wond'rous odds, 
"Twixt Venice and Britannia's ille ? | 
"Twixt mortal and immortal toil ? 
Britannia is a Venice built by gods. 


— "A' N 0 D Wa =O, 
XVII. 
Let Holland triumph o'er her ſues, 
It not o'er friends by whom ſhe roſe; 
| I The child of Britain! and ſhall ſhe contend ? 
It were no leſs than parricide!——- 
I What wonders riſe from out the tide 2 
' XIX. 
And are there then of lofty brow, 
4 | Who think trade mean, and ſcorn to bow ' 
1 Iss beneath the ſtate of noble birth? 
N Alas ! theſe chiefs but little know, 
Commerce how high, themſelves how low; 
The ſuns of nobles are the ſons of carth. 
XX. 
And what have earth's mean ſons to do, 
ne world's chief good, not glut on others toil? 
"High Commerce from the gods came down, 
With compaſs, chart, and ſtarry crown, % 
I Their delegate to make the nations ſmile. 
XXI. 
Bluſh, and bchold the Ruſſian bow, 
| From forty crowns, his mighty brow 
r; Des wi he ras bis ghecievs head; 
That arm which ſwept the bloody ficld, 
See! the huge ax or hammer wield ; 
ar. ile ſceptres wait, and thrones impaticnt ſtand. 
| XXII. 
O ſhame to ſubjects! firſt renown, 
 Matchlcfs example to the crown! 
u Time is poor: what age boaſts ſuch a fight ? 
Ye drones ! adorc the man divine 
$ No, virtue, ſtill, as mean, decline, 
Call Ruſſians barbarous, RS 
Voir. IL "Y 
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a THE MERCHANT, 


| XX. 
He too of Judah, great as wiſe, 
With Hiram ſtrove in merchandiſe ; 

Monarchs with monarchs ſtruggle for an oar! 
That merchant finking to his grave, 

A flood of treaſure fwells the caves 
eo — ceded 


Br: = 
No; fit for Pindar ſuch a theme, 
Too great for me; I pant beneath the weight! 
If loud as Occan's were my voice, 
If words and thoughts to court my choice 
Out-number'd ſands, I could not reach its height, | 


ee. 
rere. 
XXVI. 


* ter i om. end hes 
Earth's odours pay foft airs above, 

That o'er the teeming fickd prolific range; 
Planets are merchants, take, return 
Luſtre and heat ; by traffic bun; 

The whole creation is one vaſt exchange. 

| XXVII. 
Is Merchant an inglorious name ? 
What fay the fons of lettcr'd fame, 

Proud of their volumes, fwelling in their cells } 
In open life, in change of ſcene, 
r oo Aud" 

* jVaſt treaſure taken from Solomon's tomb 1300 year 


after his death; 22 of one thus; auf an IHE 
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Trade, art's mechanic, Nature's flores * 
: 1 Well weighs ; to fiarry ſrience foars ; 
| Reads warms in life, (deadcolowr'd by the pen) 
} The fites, tongues, intereſts of the ball: 
I Who fiudics trade, he Gudics all; | 
** | Accompliſh'd merchants are accompliſh d men. 


| os 
11 How ſhall I farther rouſe the foul ? 
| How floth's laſcivious reign cuntroul 
we Iy verſe with unextinguiſh'd ardour wrought ? | 
2 How every breaſt inflame with mine? 
. How bid my theme ſtill brighter ſhine, | 
_ = E COCAINE Grange * 


* r 
— - Round whom familiar thunders fly! 
| White Jove attends a langnage like his own : 
| Thy fpirit pour, like vernal ſhow'rs, 
My verſe ſhall burſt out with the flow'rs, 
mie Britain's trade advances with her ſun. 
| —.. 
Tho” Britain was not horn to fear, 
Graſp not at bloody fame from war ; 
Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade : 
Jove gathers tempeſt black as night; 
Joe pours the golden flood of light; 
Let Britain thunder, or let Britain trade. 
| IV. 
Tl | HBritain, a comet or a ſtar, 
| In commerce this, or that in war, 
| Let Britons ſhout ! earth, feas and ies refound ? 
Commerce to kindle, raiſe, preſerve, 
And ſpirit dart through every nerve, 
—_— | Hear from the throne * 2 voice thro' time renown'd 
— | | 
2 


} 

THE MERCHANT, 

| VF. SIN 

80 fall from heav'n the vernal ſhow'rs, 
To chear the glebe, and wake the flow'rs; 
The bloom call 'd forth ſee azure ſkies difplay'd; © 
| The bird of voice is proud to fing, | 

Trade once extinguiſh'd, Britain's fun 

Is gone out too; his race is run; 
He ſhines in vain! her iſle's an iſſe indeed, 

A ſpot too fmall to be o'crcome; 

Ah dreadful fafety ? wretched doom! 
No foe will conquer, what no foe can feed. 

VII. 

Trade's the ſource, finew, foul of all; 7 
Trade's All herſelf; hers, hers, the ball; 
Where moſt unſeen, the goddeſs ſtill is there; 
Trade leads the dance, Trade lights the 
The courtier's pomp ! the ſtudent's caſe ! 


"Twas Trade at Blenheim fought and clos'd the wa, 


VIII. 
What Rome, and all her gods deßes? 
The Punic oar. Behold it riſe 
And battle for the world! Trade gave the call; 
Rich cordials from his naval art 
Sent the ſtrong ſpirits to his beart, 
That bid an Afric merchant graſp the ball. 
IX. 
Where is, on earth, Jehovah's home ? 
Trade mark'd the foil, and built the dome, 
In which his Majefly firſt deign'd to dwell ; 
The walls with ſilver ſheets o'erlaid, 
Rich as the ſun, through gold unweigh d, 


Bent the moon d arch, and bid che column firell. "© 


. 
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Grandeur * unknown to Solomon! = * \.Y 
Ieneath you load : created ſure, not made! 
| — —— | | 
'n's arch alone can higher riſe : f 


eee 


XI. 
| Where hadſt thou been, if left at large, 
Thoſe finewy arms that tugg'd the barge, 
Had caught at pleaſure on the flow'ry green? 
If they that watch'd the midnight ſtar, 


| or dif it with difgrace, where hadſt thou been! 


3 
As by repletion men conſume, 
Abundance is the miſer s doom. 


| Expend it nobly; he that lets it ruſt, 


Which, paſſing numerous hands, would ſhine, 
Is not a man, but living mine, 


{ Foe to the gods, and rival to the duſt. 


XIII. 
Trade barbarous lands can poliſh fair; 
Make carth well worth the wife man's care; 
Call forth her foreſts, charm them into flects ; 
Can make one houſe of human race; 
Can bid the diſtant poles embrace; 
Her's, every ſun: and India, India meets. 
XIV. 
Trade monarchs crowns, and arts imports, 
What bounty ſceds with laurel courts; 


| Trade gives fair Vinue fairer till to ſhine ; 


Enacts thoſe guards of gain, the laws; 
Exalts even Freedom's glorious caute :— 


| Trade, warn'd by Tyre, O make Religion thine. 


& Paui's, built by the coal-tax. 
Y3 


THE MERCHANT, = | 
XV. 1 
You lend each other mutual aid: 
I | Why is Heav'n's finile in wealth convey'd ? 
| Not to place vice, but virtues in our pow'r : , 
Pleafure declin'd is luxury ! | 
Boundleſs in time and in degree: 
Plteafure enjoy d, the tumult of an hour. 
XVT. 
Falſe joy's a diſcompoling thing, 
That jars on Nature's trembling ſtring, 
Tempeſts the ſpirits, and untunes the frame : 
True joy the ſunſhine of the foul, 
A bright ſerene that calms the whole ; 
110 whom other joys inſſame. 
| XVII. 


Merchant! religion is the care 1 

To grow as rich—as angels are; 5 C: 
To know falſe coin from true; to ſweep the main. New g 

The mighty ſtake ſecure, beyond 0 

The ſtrungeſt tie of field or fund; = 4 
Commence ˙ gold, religion makes it gain. | Newv 

| XVIII. . 
Join then religion to thy ſtore, 


Or India's mines will make thee poor: 
Greater than Tyre! O bear a nobler mind, ; 
Sea-ſovereign IHfle ! proud War decline, 

Trade patronize ! what glogy thine, 
—_————— who couldſt iubdue mankind ? 
XIX. 
mou tb 
By day, by night; the ſtars are thine : 
Wear out the ſtars in trade! eternal run 
From age to age, the noble glow, 
A rage to gain, and to beſtow, 
While ages laſt ! in trade burn out the fun. 
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A 0 D. 
Trade, Britain's all, our fires ſent down, 
With toil, blood, treaſure, ages won; 


| This, Edgar great bequeath'd; this, Edward bold; 


Let Forbithers, let Ralcighs fire: 
© let Columbus * ſhade infpire! 


XXI. 
Columbus | ſcarce inferior fame 
For thee to find, than Heaven to frame 


| That womb of gold and gem : her wide domain, 


An univerte! her rivers, ſeas! 
Her fruits, both men and gods to pleaſe! 


Heav'n's faireſt bizth! and but for thee in vain. 


XXII. 
Worlds ſtill unknown deep ſhadows wrap; 
Call wonders forth from Nature's lap; 


New glory pour on her eternal Sire > 


O noble ſearch ! O glorious care! 
Are you not Ritons ? why deſpair ? 


1 New worlds are due to ſuch a godlike fire. 


XXIII. 
Swear by the great Eliza's ſoul, 
That trade as long as waters roll; - 
Ah! no; the gods chaſtiſe my raſh decree ; 
By great EL 12 a do not fwearz 
Fos thee, O GEORGE the gods declare, 
And thou for them! late time ſhall ſwear by thee. 
XXIV. | 
Truth, bright as ſtars, with thee prevails ; 
Full be thy fame, as ſwelling falls; 
Conſtant, as tides, thy miud ; as maſts, elate; 
Thy juſtice an unerring helm, 
To ſtcer Britannia's fickle realm; 
Thy numerous race. ſure anchor of her ſtate. 


® Burn in England. f Vid. Defcriptions of America. 


THE MERCHANT, 


re 
17 * I. | 
” 1 _ Inrranurs's fate what bounds confine? 
| (Of ring thought, O golden mine!) 
Mountains, Alps, ſtreams, gulphs, oceans ſet no bound; 
_ She falkes, till he firikes the far; 
Expanding wide, aud launching far 
As wind can fly, or rolling wave reſound. 
II. 
Small ifle ! for Czfars, for the fon 
Of Jove, who burſt from Macedon, + 
For gorgeous Eaſterns blazing o'er mankind, 
Then, when they call'd the world their own, 
Not equal fame from fable ſhone : 
They roſe to gods in half thy ſphere conſin d. 
| HE 


„ Here, no demand for Fancy's wing; 
| Plain Truth's illuſtrious : as I fing, 
O hear yon ſpangled harp repeat my lay! 
Lon ſtarry lyre has caught the ſound, 
And ſpreads it to the planets round, 
Who beſt can tell where ends Britannia's fway. 
IV. 
The ſkies (fair printed page) unfold 
The naval fame of heroes old! 
As in a mirror ſhew th” adventurous throng : 
The deeds of Grecian mariners 
Are read by gods, are writ in ſtars, 
And noble verſe that ſhall endure as long. 
V. 
The tkies are records of the main : 
'Thence, Argo liſtens to my ſtrain; 
Chiron, for ſong renown'd. his noble rage 
For naval fame, and fong renews, 
As Britain's fame he hears and views; 1 
Chiron, the Shovel of a former age. 


, 


1 


"A'N o DD „ 
VI. 

The whale (for late I ſung his praiſe) 

Pours grateful luſtre on my lays; 


wos ſmiles * Arion's friend with partial beams? 


Eridanus would flatter too, 
But jealouſies his ſmiles ſubdue; 
He fears a Britiſh rival in the Thames. 
VIE. 
In pride the lion lifts bis mane, 
To ſee his Britiſh brothers reign 


As ſtars below : the balance, George! from thine, 


Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 
More accurate the night and day; 


| From thy fair daughters Virgo learns to ſhine. 


VIII. 
Of Britain's court, ye leſſer lights ! | 
How could the wiſeman gaze whole nights 


On Richmond's eye or Berenice's hair ? 


But, oh! you practife ſhameful arts; 
Your own retain, feize others hearts, 


| Pirates, not merchants, are the Britiſh fair. 


IX. 
This truth I ſwear by Cynthia's beam. 
Pale queen ! be fluſh'd at Britaia's fame; 

And rolling, tell the nations, Oer the main 
* To thare her empire is thy pride.” 
Hr, mighty Power | who curbs the tide, 

E 
What is the main, ye kings renown'd ? 
Britannia's centre, and your bound: 

Auſtrian! where er Leviathan can roll, 
Is Britain's home! and Britain's mine, 
Where-c'er the ripening ſun can ſhine! 

Pazts are for emperors; for her the whole. 


* The Dolphin, 


> THE MERCHANT, 
4 XI. | g 
Why, Auſtrian ' wilt thou hover fill 
On doubtful wing, and want the feill 
To fee thy welfare in the world's ? too late 
Another Churchill thou may'ſt find, 
Another Churchill not fo kind, 
XIE. 
WM thou remember'ſt, ill do'ſt own, , 
Who reſcu'd an ungrateful throne ; 
I thou conſider ſt, that the kind are brave; 
III doſt thou weigh, that in Time's womb 
A day may fleep, a day of doom, 
As great to ruin as was that to ſave. 
XIII. | | 
. How would'fſt thou finile to hear my ſtrain, 
 - Whoſe boafſtcd inſpiration's vain ? 
Yet what if my prediction ſhould prove true? 
: Know'ſt thou the fatal pair, who ſhine 
O'er Britain's trading empire? thine. 
As one rejected, what if one fubdue ? 
_ _—_— 
What naval feene * adorns the feat 
Of awful Britain's high debate, 
Inſpires ber councils, and records her pow'r ? 
The nations know, in glowing balls 
XV. 
O language Gt for thoughts fo bold! 
Would Britain have her anger told? 
Ah! never let a meaner language found, 
Thro' Heav'n's dark vault impetuous rolls, 
And Nature rocks when angry Jove has frown'd. 
The Spaniſh armada in the houſe of Lords. 


An o Do „ „ 
XVL | 

Not realms unbounded, not a flood 

Of natives, not expence of bluud, 


or reach of counſel gives the world a lord ; 


Trade calls him forth, and ſets him high, 
As mortal man o'er men can fly: 


XVII. 
Nay, hers the ſword ? for fleets have wings, 


1 Like light'ning fly to diſtant kings; 


Like gods deſcend at once on trembling ſtates : 
Is war proclaim'd ? our wars are hurl'd 
To fartheſt confines of the world, | 
Surpriſe your ports, and thunder at your gates. 
XVIII. | 
The king of tempeſts, Acolus, 
Sends forth his pinion d people thus, 
On rapid errands : as they fly they roar, 
And carry fable clouds, and ſweep 
The land, the defart, and the deep! 
XIX. 
The fools of nature ever ſtrike 
On bare outfides ; and lothe or like 
As glitter bids; in endleſs error vie; 
Admire the purple ard the crown : 
Of human welfare and renown, 
Trade's the big heart ; bright empire, but their eye. 
XX. 
Whence Tartar grand! and Mogul great 
Trade gilt their titles, power d their ſtate; 
While Afric's black, laſcivious, flothful breed, 
To claſp their ruin, fly from tuil ; 
That meaneſt pruduct of their foil, 
Their people, feil ; one half on t'other fred. 


THE MERCHANT, 


(Curs'd in a paradiſe !) the pines; 
N O' er generous glebes, o'er golden mines 
32 tradelefs native roves. 
„ 


Not fo thine, China, blooming wide ! 2 
Thy numerous fleet might bridge the tide; 
Thy products would exhauſt both India's mines: 

Shut be that gate of trade! or woe 
| To Britain's! Europe 'twill o'erflow.— 
Ungrateful ſong ! her growth * inſpires thy lines. 
| XXIII. 
Britain ! to theſe, and ſuch as theſe, 
The river broad, and foaming ſeas 
Which ſever lands to mortals leſs renqwn'd, 
Devoid of naval (kill or might; 
Thoſe ſever d parts of earth unite : 
Trade's the full pulſe til + ſends their vigour round. 
XXIV. 
The various ſtreams of trade command 
That, like the fun, would gazing nations awe ; 
That awful pow'r the world would brave, 
Bold war, and empire proud, his flave ; 
Mankind his ſubjects, and his will their law. 
XXV. 
Haſt thou look d round the ſpacious earth? 
i From commerce, grandeur's humble birth: 
To GOR from Noah, empires living, dead, 
Their pride, their ſhame, their riſe, their fall, 
_ Time's whole plain chronicle, is all 
One bright encomium, undeſigu'd, on trade. 
* Calfce. 


* 


ad. 


} The god on earth: hail then the dove of peace! 


And pow'r from wealth ; of pow'r is made 


Whote olive ſpeaks the raging flood 
Of war repeeſs'd : what's loſs of blood ? 


Iv i the death of commerce and increaſe. 


Then periſh war—deteſted war! 
Shalt thou make gods? like Czfar's ſtar ? 
What calls man fool fo loud as this has done, 
From Nimrod's down to Bourbon's line ? 
Why not adore too as divine, 


E alias ſtorms before the genial fun ? 


XXVIII. 
Peace is the merchant's ſummer clear! 
His harveſt! harveſt round the year ! 
For peace with laurel every maſt be bound; 
Each deck carouſe, each flag ſtream out, 
Zach cannon found, each ſailor ſhout ; 
For peace. let every facred ſhip be crown'd! 
XXIX. | 
Sacred are ſhips, of birth divine! 
An angel drew the firſt delign; 


| Vith which the patriarch nature's ruins brav d: 


Two worlds abroad, an old and new, 
He fafe o'er foaming billows flew : 


{ The gods made human race, a pilot ſav d. 


XXX. | 
How facred too the merchant's name . 
men Britain blaz'd meridian fame +, 
kight one the fword, but brighter trade gave law: 
Merchants in diſtant courts rever'd, 
Where prouder ſtateſmen ne'er appear'd, 


| Merchants ambaſſadors ! and thrones in awe! 


* Noah. f In Queen Elizabeth's reign. 
Vor. II. 4 


„ THE MERCHANT, 
® | XXII. EE 
 'Tis theirs to know the tides, the times; ' 

The march of ſtars, the births of climes; 


r 4 


Theirs are the ſeaſons, months and years ; 
And each a different garland wears 


O that my fong could add eternity! I 


Praiſe is the ſacred oil that feeds 


| Launch from the Thames, and end among the flu WM 


XXIII. 

If to my ſubject roſe my foul, 

Your fame ſhould laſt while oceans roll: 
TIN ESD, 

As we the Greeks of mighty name, 

May they Britannia's fleet proclaim, 

| XXXIV. | 

Ye Syrens fing! ye Tritons blow! 

Ye Nereids dance, ye billows flow! 
nne 

Ye winds, in concert breathe around? 

Ye navies, to the concert bound ! 


From pole to pole! to Britain all belong. 


* It is Sir Nane Newton's opinion, that the principal * 
ennſte ations took th-ir names from the Argonauts, to pe | 


petuate that great act on. 


de lars 


Lad 


a / O'S n 


MOR AL 


EL 
main! thus bleſs'd, — | 
Or bliſs, in vain, the gods beſtow ; 8 


| OR oe er ateees 


Vain fwellings of thy foul repreſs; * 
They moſt may loſe who moſt poſleſs.; 


- Then let bliG awe, and tremble at thy ſtore. 


| Hm. 
. Nor be too fond of life at beſt, 
+ Her chearful, not enamour d gueſt: 


| Let thought fly forward; "twill gay proſpects give, 


Proſpects immortal! that deride 
A Tyrian wealth, a Perfiaa pride, 


| And make it perſect fortitude to live. 


O for eternity! a ſcene 
To fair adventurers ſerene! 


0, on that fea to deal in pure renown ! 8 


Traffic with gods ! what tranſports roll ! 
What boundleſs import to the foul! | 
The poor man's empire! and the ſubjects crown ! 
; ww 
Adore the gods, and plongh the ſeas : 
Theſe be thy arts, O Britain! theſe. 


| Let others pant for an immenſe command; 
| 


Let others breathe war's fiery god : 
The proudeſt victor fears thy nod, 
| CCI AE APES fend 
E 


268 THE MERCHANT, 
V. 
Glorious, while heav'n-born freedom laſts ; 
Which Trade's foft ſpurious daughter blaſts; | 
For what is tyranny ? a monſtrous birth 
From luxury, by bribes careſs'd, 
By glowing power in ſhades compreſs'd ; 
2 i 


. E. 


| L oh 
Tun, Trade! I firſt, who boaſt no ſtore, 
The ſhore of proſe, where thou haſt flumber'd long, 
The tide of Time to ſure renown; 
© bleſs my country! and thou pay'ſt my ſong, 
H. 


Thou art the Briton's nobleſt theme; 
Why, then, unſung ? my fimple aim 
To drefs plain fuk and fre the grazzons Mook, 
Not ſport imaginations vain; 
But hiſt with yon etherial train 
The ſhining muſe, to ſerve the public good. 
| HE. 


Till chiefs of equal fame they view; 


The ſtars. 
1 Tidi res antiquae laudis, et artis 
Ingredior, fanctos auſus recludere fontes ; 
Afcracumque cane Romana per oppida carmen. vi 


Nor, Chandos! thou the muſe deſpiſe 

(Such Pindar's breaſt) thou Theron of our time! 
Seldom to man the gods nnpart | 
A Pindar's head, or Theron's heart: 


| — vt toartamharaand 


Vi. 
None Britiſh-born, will ſure diſdain 
This new, bold, moral, patriot ſtrain, 


Tho not with genius, with fome virtue crown'd; 


(How vain the muſe ?) the lay may laſt, 
Thus twin'd around the Britiſh maſt, 
2 WE GG ROS nals Sand 
VII. 
Weak ivy curls round naval oak, 
And fmiles at wind and ſtorms unbroke; 
By ſtrength not hers ſublime : thus, proud to ſcar, 
To Britain's grandeur cleaves my ſtrain ; 
And lives and echoes thro” the plain, 
Wills Cs: the Lille Wilkate's — 
VIII. 
Be dumb, ye groveling ſons of verſe, 
| Who fing not actions, but rehearſe, 
And fool the muſe with impotent deſire; 
Le ſacrilegious! who prefume, 
To tarniſh Britain's naval bloom, 
Sing Pritain's fame, with all hcr hero's fire. 
| Z 3 
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Ye Syrens fing! ye Tritons blow ! « I 
Ie Nereids dance! ye billows flow! Ul 
Roll to my meaſures, O ye ſtarry throng! 
Te winds in concert breathe around; 

Ye navies to the concert bound 
From pole to pole! to Britain all belong; 
Britain to heaven; from heaven deſcends my fong, 
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HY o-LES! immortal in far more than fame. 
| Be thou illuſtrious in far more than po r. 
Great things are ſmall, when greater riſe to view. 
Tho! ſtation's high, and preſe d with public cares, 
Diſdain not to peruſe my ſerious ſong ; 8 
Which, peradventure, may puſh by the world; | 
Of a few moments rob Britannia's weal ; 
And leave Europa's counſels leſs mature : 
For thou art noble, and the theme is great. 
Nor ſhall, or Europe, or Britannia, blame. 
Thine abſent car; but gain by the 
Long vers d in ſenates and in cabinets, 
State's intricate demands and high debates ! 
As thou of uſe to thoſe, fo this to thee : 


Tha late rebellion in 1745. 


2% SOME THOUGHTS ON 


And in a point that empire far outweighs, 
That far outweighs all Europe's thrones in ane. 
Let greatneſs prove its title to be great. 
"Tis pow'r's ſupreme prerogative, to ſtamp 
On others minds an image of its own. | 
Bend the ſtrong influence of high place, to ſtem 
The ſtream, that ſweeps away the country's wealg 
The Stygian ſtream, the torrent of our guilt. 
Far as thou mayſt, give life to Virtue's cauſe; 
Let not the ties of perſonal regard 
Betay the nation's truſts to feeble hands. 
Let not fomented flames of private pique 
Prey on the vitals of the public good. 
Let not our ſtrects with blaſphemies reſound ;- 
Nor lewdneſs whiſper where the laws can reach. 
Let not beſt gaws, the wiidom of our fires, 
The baſtards of their blood! and ferve no point, 
But, with more emphafis, to call them fools. 
Let not our rank enormities unhinge 
Britannia's welfare from divine ſupport. 

Such deeds the miniſter, the prince, adorn: 
Nd pow'r is ſhown but in fuck deeds as theſe : 
All, all is impotence, but acting right ; 
And vhere'sthe ſtatefinan but would mer his t 
To prince and people thou of equal zeal! 
Be it henceforward but thy ſecond care, | 
To grace thy country, and ſupport the throne; 
Tho' this ſupported, that adorn d, fo well. 
A throne fuperior our firſt homage claims; 
To Czfar's CAA our firſt tribute due: | 
A tribute which, unpaid, makes ſpecious wrong, 
And ſplendid facrilege, of all befide; 
Waſtrious follows ; we muſt, fixſt, be juſt; 
W 


THE PEESENT JUNCTURE. a7, 


| Leſs fear we rugged ruffians of the nonth, 

| Than Vietue's welk<tad rebels, nearer home; 

| 146 Loyots's difgnio's, albaping fons, 

Than traitors lurking in our appetites ; 

{ Lefs all the legions Scine and Tagus fend, 

Than unrein d paſſions ruſhing on our peace: 

| Yon ſavage mountaineers are tame, to the. 

And break to Reafon's yoke their wild careers. 
Pavpexcs, forall things, poiuts the proger hour, 

| The" Bricain's generous views and intereits read, 
Beyond the narrow'eircle of her ſhores, 

And their grand entries make on diſtant lands; 

Tho” Britain's genius the wide wave beftrides, ' 

And, like a vaſt Coloſſus, tow'nag ſtands e 

With one foot planted on the continent; 

Yet be not wholly wrapp'd in public cares. 


Tb fach high cares ſhould call, as call'd of late, 


The cauſe of kings and emperors adjourn ; 
And EURO 's little balance drop a while; 


| For greater, drop it: ponder, and adjuſt, 


Of life and death, of now and of for-ever; 
Sublimeſt theme and needful, as ſublime. ' 

Thus great Eliaa's oracles renown'd, | 
Thus Walbngham, and Raleigh (Britain's boaſts!) | 

Thus every ſtateſman, thought, that ever—dy'd. 
There's infpiration in a fable hour ; 

And Death's approach makes politicians wiſe. 
When, thunderſtruck, that eagle Woltey enz 


{ When royal favour, as an ebbing fea, 


Like a leviathan, his grandeur left, 
His gaſpi:1g grandcur! naked on the ſtrand; 
Naked of human, doubtful of divine 
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— games Duane of Teflilnes an ny 
On what, then, finocte his heart, 
And fank beneath the level of a man? 
On the grand article, the fum of things! 
The point of the firſt magnitude! that pointe, 
Tubes, mounted in a court, but rarely reach. 
Some painted cloud ſtill intercepts their fight. 
Fit, right to judge; then chuſe ; then perſevere, 
r 
Theſe, theſe are politics will tand the teſt, 
When finer politics their maſters ſting; | 
And ſtateſmen fain would ſhrink to common men. 
Theſe, theſe are politics will anfwer, now, | 
{When common men would fain to ſtateſmen well), 
Beyond a MachiaveFs or Tencin's heme. - 
All fafety reſts on honeſt counſels : theſe 
Immortalize the ftatefinan, bleſs the ſtate, -. 
Make the prince triumph, and the people finile; 
In peace, rever'd; or terrible in arms, b 
_ Cloſe-leagu'd with an invincible ally: 
Which honeſt counſels never fail to fix 
In favour of an unabandon d land; 
A land—that ſtarts at ſuch a land as this. 
A parliament, fo principled, will fink 
All ancient ſchools of empire in diſgrace; 
And Britain's glory, ring from the dead, 
Will fill the world, loud Fame's ſuperior ſong. 
Britain that word pronounc'd, is an alarm: 
It warms the blood, tho frozen. in our veins; 
Awakes the foul, and fends her to the field, 
Enamour'd of the glorious fact of death. 
| Britain '—there's noble magic in the found. 
O what illuſtrious images ariſc ! 
Embattled, round me, blaze the pomps of war, 
= | 
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| Je ment trophies! and imperial ſpoils! re het, 
J en ReF 1 


| ls diſtant courts is our commoetioe falt; "Ag 8 


— — — — n Ay. 


| Vidh all che weight | 
— L—ö W did! 
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| To dream of mercy, O how tame! how mat! | 


| r | 


e 


rn r or 


Lia at leaſt, enjoy you in a. ils low fe 


N Stay; ye godlike rangers! Ray's 


wrong my coupirymen.. They wake ; 

- High beats the pulſe; the auhle' pulſe; of war- | 2 4 
ln to that ancient meaſure, that-grand march, * 
nanu. oY 


| andev'ry battle paid for heroes fain. 
1 rr 


. 
In military garb, and fudden arms, 4 _— 

dy arm un Britain; crofiers ane laid by; 

Trade welds the ſword; —— 

Her half turn d furrow : other harveſts fire wad . 
1 A nobler avarice, avarice of renown ! 4 8 * 71114 
Aud laurels ane the growth of, every field. 14 


Ad, leſs hike gods, it monarchs on thei thnones. | 


| Or death or victory muſt be neſaboꝰ ast ala * 


Vhere, o'er black deeds, — i: 
— ib think hows prockes'Oidy ndivadidey fred; 


dun in torture ! where, in cal to him, l 


| vor. 1 Aa 


> "= "m_ 


* I * 2 8 & | * > F * * 
222 8 N * 
i XY - 0 1 a 
. * a ; n 
2 N | 
* i 
8 I 
= a & N 


The deſt turm tuchleſa „ 4 J 
To fare an isa 9 


And yet bet een with: en EY 
_ What modeſty ?—Such vrewes Rome adorn} 1; .; | 


And chiefly thoſe who Reme's Gift honocre wear}; # > 


And ſhall a pope-bred prgceling crawl bee 


whiltle cut-throets X 


 Thelk homen racks for 2. 

| weetthed ſuſtenance, | 

To cut his men 
One that has fack' bn malice with. his mille, ,; | 
Malice. a ain, Liberty, nnd Traub? 

| | his brother-robber's 11.0 
plundering Romulus; _ Qs. 
Ee yet, far works than Nan barbour'd there. | 
Hail to the hne! fe! Britain Barra fill: 
Britain ! high-favour'd of indulgent Heaven! | | 
Nature's anointed empref6-of the !! 


* 


The nurſe of merchants, who-can purchaſe. sene 
Supreme in commence | that exuberant nme | 


* 
7 
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The cincling e is a nation's Ws, : | | 30 | 
g To ſes bigh bloom. an the fair face of Peace?. 14 
This, once, ©. ctichrated frat of:pawer, ....1 i | 
From which eſtap'd, the mighty Cæſar triumph Y!- 
Of Gallic likes this eternal blaſt ! 1-98 


3 —— is te acct han. tal; 2; 202 
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 T Their acred duſt with. recent ſynod eebbivee, © 
Ack” Þ ap your owes velour won. | This fieved ihe” - - | | 
IS he roms the coniricncy that world of well 
ns . 2 
* — 2 my ub 
. d ocean pour's around it for its yuaed, 
'* 998 : and dedienred, long; to Liberty, . 
vat WE Ther heviek, chat fremgab ths Houm of <jvit life! 
\  F This eelhple of Rid more divine; of faick 
1 | Sſted from errors purify's by flames, TY * 
ma. In ts take anew Treck's heavenly fiamp,, / 
| And (rifing both is lune and in weight) | 
Wh der bleſs's Maſter's nnmaim'd image ſhine; | 
Why mould ſhe longer droop? why longer aft = 
Clan accomplice with the plues of Romer — 
Why lager lend an edge to Bourbon's foord; = ; 
find give him leave, among his daſtard troops, 
———— — 
r 
Ia the conqueſt of her fierceſt des?: 
© is hes friends vices,” ieh 2 figh replies. 
Ingize, on Vieeue's rock vaſhaken frnds; 
Fun, as the billows, when in vice difbiv's. 
V we by the frowge of wan, 
| 7] What thanks are Gve 16 Page 2nd Madeis?— 
” 7 Wold they a revolutien AI her as; 
> F ut be the revolution=is our hens? = 
4 — and 
| 2 
The praftnt blaſt; aud ew ry future ? 
4422 


nner oer 


Give it thas ban which. alove das weight.) / «6 .. | 
Wich HAM, whom wind, : | 
Perfiſt. Ave ethers fobtile 7 thow bers. .; | 


k Above the Floremine's, coun-ſcience raiſe ; | mln 
Srand Sk » petrict-of the moral works; + 1 
; The patrons, andrhe parren, of the juſt. . , v1 
Thus freagthes Britain's military firengeh 5; 


Give ity n terror to the ford ſhe draws. 
Aſt you, * rr 1 —· - 


. wr ee fir!" /f 
— —— nts 


or aid hm HIM, by whom the mighty ang 
Of aid from H4M; by dee the feeble fland 3; 


+Who-zakes away the keeneſt edge of battle, 


Or gives the ford cormmiliien to-deflray 3. __ 


* 


Who blaſts, or bids the martial layrel bloom; 


Emaſcylared, then, moſt manly micht; . 


* 


or, tho' the might remains, it nought avails : 5K © 
Then uber d weakneſs foils the finewy arm 
Of man's meridian and high-hearted por: 
Our navab thuaders, and our tented fields — 
With travelF'd banners fanning ſouthern climes, . 
What do they ? This z and more what can they do? 
When heap's the meaſure of 2 kingdom's crimes, 
Ls - +2» <a 
2 3 „ 14 
C rn 
Some lefs abandon'd nation, to diſcharge 
Her full-ripe vengeance is a final blows. ð 1 
8 — jonnn hgh 
And that the proudeſt empire bolds of Heav'n.* 
© Mn17a3n! often refev'd, often, crowa'd, _.. 
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———— ran.car anc 
— — U ns 
Trot rom wher func thy nal Megs Dow. A 
mul n, dies d with ſpirits ardenc in the Cel, | 
File corer'd various cccdne with thy flvers, 
1 N Tho! fene'd with rocks, eee 
er cruſt pen in a far fironger ganedye tt / 
1. File HIM, who thee, tho' naked, couki defend 3 
bvious | Tho' weak, could ſtrengthen; —— 
Ip her weine, and yet check hey pride, 
d — . roy 
I @; rather, wow the da, when war deſpair'd 2 
ine n oft has providential fuccour aw'd, | 
3461 Ad, while it blefs'd us, conſcious of our guile? 
at. duch dead all confidence in human aid, 
— ——— made us tremble tos! 

1 2 

- , | It wherefore ast we, when a true er 
_ / F Would ock too much? —— 
Ie half bare dame 
1 In northern fries, and pointed to the fourth. : 
y do! dene delay, ut . ee: 
, More formidably blackens in the wind: f 


„ Brews deeper draughts of — 
I And higher charges the ſulpended ftorm. 


F — eee ——_ | 
 F this conjecture of advent'rous thanghe 2 


1 * Op pious covard's pulpit-cuſhion'd dream ? 

I Far fram it. This is certain; this is fate... 

— yu age —— nite awfub chais 
mn” | Aud her? —— paris | 
, is F c 1 


˖4. <7 org 1 
© Menne theſe, the politician's wiles 
* Sue fruggle with deflrudtion; as a child 
« With gant huge; or giants with a Jove. 
JJ 
«< Or miliczry ae,, 
. —— bw; R 
n reer 

| « The ſtench of profligates 2) form: lunes them back; 
* Ca the proud flutter of a Gallic wing _ 
„ Soon they return; ſoon make their full deſcent; 
* Soon glue their rage, and riot in our ruing - 
* Their idols grac'd, 1 
* Of unreerfal empire fare prefage? 
« Till now-rexelF@ by ſeas of Brizih blood.” = 

And whence the manners of the multitude ? 
The colour of their manners, black or fair, 
— — 

Of dane Qthellos, or white men in power : | 5 
— the wayghs, and Ereger ies imgerth © #43 
Jo ranks inferior; paſſive to the froke © 
— — — cas. | ä 
Tbe pulpit preffes, but the pattern dises: 
uber bonds then, bonds how manifold, and br : 
To duty, double duty, tie the great | 
And are there Sainfons. chat cam durſt them. all; * 
Yes; and great minds that ſtand in need of n 
Whoſe pulſe beats virtue, and whoſt gen"rous bloos „ 
Aids: mental motives, to pu on zenown, + | Sn 
4 | | 


= an: 3 —— — 8 
8 — ——— | 
- FF once curſed res; lhe Sarmn wm the renter 
_ F This makes @ for moſtrfaral ts the flare; + 2 
* A foc, who (like a wizzrd/in his cell) 
1 I his dark cabinet of crooked Themes, 
at. . 
* ot boaſted oracles, and real Res, | 
r — — 
I A Gothic hero * riding from the dead, ' " 
* And changing for ſpruce plaid his dirty throud, | 
ds | With fuccour, bh 
tz | Encites thoſe ſtorms that hall o'erturn the ſtate; 
oy, Rend up her ancient honours by the root,” 
n . with fuels wealth, 


5 8 


I acute eg geen, 


And blood illuſtrious, (ſpite of her La Hogues, 
Her Creſſis, and her Blenheims), in the duſt. 


How muſt this firike a horror theo? the breaſt, 


Tro ev'ry gen vous breaſt, where honour reigns. 


Thro' ev'ry breaſt where honour claims a ſhare? 
Yes, and thro” eviry breaſt of honour volt 7 


| This thought might animate the beg of men; =» 


To fight the cauſe, the black, opprobrious cauſe, 
Foul core of all! corruption at our hearts. 
What wreck of empire has the fiream of Time 
Of grandeur deify'd by half mankind, 
To dark Oblivion g melancholy lake, 
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o flagrant me dee ens! = f 
| 8 — 
. 1 * 
j Nor this the capeice ef 'n mbttnt ge; © 

But Nature's ore — 6 OP 
Hh For know, my Loed! "rig weir is adamant: 
- _Trkcmchkbe te vals, 
j Whoſe kinglome fiaud, of fall, by the decree. 

Wis ſw" thats eyes; Rnp@I=—Ter why bps 

prigd i=. 

For aid divine the uin frem's to n; 

And how divine was the modition given? + 

As late, F walks the night in troudied thought, 
er peace illurtd by ramonrs row the North; 
1 7 ——— 
= As giving fignal of ſome ſtrange event; f © 
And Ocean groan'd beneath lea. 1 
Albios the fair? Ul ²˙ expire's queen, 
While reign is; now; conreſted by her foes; = 
On her white difls (a tablet broad and bright, 
Strongly tefledting the pale lunar ray ;) 

By Fate's 0wn iron pen, I faw it writ, 
— — n 


The STATESMAN CREED. 2 
WW | 
© Yu ſtates! and empires! nor of empires leaſt, 
<% The” aft in fize, hear, Britain! chow whoſe lot, | 
Mes. ob -torghrtenme der nopebeegd 6 
* kreſolutely play the doubefut ſales, 
Har knot hw which will win Km, hes 
« As govern'd weil, or ill, ftates fink, or rife: © 
* Stace-minilters, as uprighe, or corrupt. 
* Ave Valin, or poiſon, in > nation's veins _ 
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* the wo : 
Who plunge (but not like Cie down the golf, 
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© That men; who ſhind nor bounded by the grave, 


* Shait mect like meaſure ar their proper hour f 1 


For God is equal; ſimilarly deals 

With ſhares, and perſons; or he were not God ;. 
Which means, a rectituds immutable, 

A pattern fare of univerſkl right. 
Whas, theit, hall reſtue an abandon'd man? 
Nothing; it is reply's. Replys. by whom ? 
Repty'd by politicians, well as priefts : 

Writ facted fet afide, mankind's oxen writ, 

The whole work?'s anngh!? theſe pronounce his 


doom. 2 
Fins (wltar hight ferty a daring eee, 
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17 » Þ Bro palicics adrance- divinity | N 
* | — — OY 
-» » F Who rave hilkep, iwavci of Rhemen 
at.» To govern nations, os, perhaps, oppretd, | 

a2 Ano | 
3 ˙¹ Ge 1 

Digging for flves, brenne; 

ny be Pope 00s pre oe Gay gs, 

Aud entertain an unawures. 

| Nor is divinity ungratefu} found. | i $11 

| n A N 

Tine politics, aud crowns "+" EE 

All wifdoms are but branches of the chief, 

And ſtateſmen found but ſhoots of honeſt men. 

| Are this world's witcherafts pleaded, in excuſe | | 

| Por deviations in our moral Ine * © . 

| This, and the next wetkd; view's with fork an eye 

| Saito — — view OE 
His own exalted feience, both confpice 
To recommend, and fin us in, the right. 

_ IF we regard the politics of Heaven, | 3: Hh 
The grand adminiftration of the whole, —_© 
What's the next world? A ſupplement of this. 

Without it, Juſtice is defective here ; wed 

I as to ſtates, defeftive as ro mew © 

If &, what is this world ? (As ſure as right 

2 —ů—— — 

Prize you the prophet ? then believe him too; i 

His prophecy more precious than Mis finite. © 

How comes it then to paſs, with moſt om earth, 

That this fhoul# chares us; that — 

Ws | Long as the ſtateſman finds this exſe his own, 

| &o hag his politics ave uncomplete: | 
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Er 
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| Adume my ſeat in the diftator's chair? 4 
Prongunge, predict, (as if indeed infpir'd), 
Promulge.my cenfures, lay out all m.y throat, | ta 
Till baarſe in clamour on enormous crimes ? 5 
Teenie pen; 
In their more awful and authentic voice, 
Raconn profenc, and facred, drown the muſe, | 
2 — frag 
Still farther, ont as ! ſuſſer me to plead, R 
That I ſpeak freely, as I ſpeak. to ther. 
Guilt only tles at the name of guilez; -—- 
Aad Trath, plain Tiuch, is welcome to the vin. 
Thus, what feem'd my preſumption, is thy praiſe. 
Praiſe, and immontal praie, is Virtue's claim; | - 
And Vizue"'s ſphere is ion t yet: we grant 
Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm, LAW 
Whoſe clangour kindles cowards into men. 1 * 
Nor ſhall the verſe, perhaps, be quite forgot, 
Which talks of immortality; and bids, ＋ 
In cv'ry Brigih breaſt, true glory rife, | 14 
As, now, che warbling lark awakes the morn. 
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| Tho' no war wak d us, no black tempeſt frown'd — 


The morning riſes gay ; yet gayeſt morn 
Leſs glorious, after night's incumbent ſhades; 


| Leſs glorious far, bright Nature, rich array'd 


With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon, 
Than the firſt feeble dawn of Mor A day: 

Sole day (let thoſe whom ſtateſinen ſerve attend), 
Tho” the fun ripens diamonds for their crowns, | 
Sole day, worth his regard, whem Heav'n orgains, 
Undarken'd, to behold noon dark ; and date, | 


| From the ſun's death, and ev'ry planet's fall, 
His al-illuſtrious and eternal year; 


Where ſtateſmen, and their monarchs, (names of awe 
And diſtance here !) ſhall rank with common men ; 


1 Yet own their glory never dawn'd before. 
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To the Right Honourable 


GEORGE, Lord LANSDOWNE. 


| guy Rome, my Lord, in her full glory ſhone, 
VV And great Auguſtus rul'd.the globe alone; | 

While ſuppliant kiogs, in all their pomp and ſtate, 

Swarm'd in his courts. and throng d his palace gate 3 

Horace did oft the mighty man detain, : 

And footh'd his breaſt with no ignoble ſtrain ; 

Now ſoar'd alott, now ſtruck an humbler ſtring, 

And taught the Roman genius how to ling. 
Pardon, if 1 his freedom dare purſue, | 

Who know no want of Cxſar, finding you 3 

The muſe's friend is pleas'd the mute thould preſs 

That partial to his darling he may prove, 

To all the world induſtrious to proclaim 


| | His love of arts, and boaſt the glorious lame. 


| Long has the weſtern world rechn'd her bead, 

Pour'd forth her ſorrow, and bewail'd her dead; 

Fell diſcord thro her border fiercely rang d. 

And hook her nations, and her monarchs chang'd ; 

By land and fea its utmoſt rage employ G3 

> taſt as men deitruy'd. 

in vain kind ſummers plentcous fickds beſtow d, 
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| Alarms from loaden boards all pleafure chac'd, 
And robdb'd the rich Burguadian grape of taſte; 
| The finiles of nature could no bleſſing bring, 
Time was diſtinguiſh'd by the fword and ſpear, 
Not by the various aſpects of the year ; 
The trumpet's ſound proclaim'd a milder fky, 
And bloodihed told us when the fun was nigh. 
But now (fo foon is Britain's blefing ſeen, 
When ſuch as you are near hey glorious quecn '} 
Now peace, tho long repuls'd, arrives at laſt, 
And bids us ſinile on all our labours paſt; 
ids ev'ry nation ceaſe her wonted moan, 
And ev'ry monarch call his crown his own : 
To valour gentler vietues nom fucceed ; 
No loager is the great man born to bleed : 
Renown'd in council brave Argyll ſhall tell, 
Wiſdom and proweſs in one breaſt may dwell : 
Theo milder tracts he foars to deathleſs fame, 
No more the riſing harveſt whets the fword, 
No longer waves uncertain of its lord ; 
Who caſt the feed the golden ſheaf ſhall claim, 
Nor chance of battle change the maſter's name. 
Each ſtream unſtain d with blood more ſmoothly flows ; 
The brighter fun a fuller day beſtows ; 
All nature feems to wear a face, 
And thank great Anna for returning peace. 
The patient thus, when on hi> bed of pain, 
No longer he invokes the gods in vain, 
But riſes to new life ; in ev'ry ficld 
He finds Elyſium, rivers nectar yield; 
Nothing fo cheap and vulgar but can pleaſe, 
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'F - Nor is it peace alone, but fuck a pence K | 
As more than bids the rage of battle ceaſe. 4 
Death may determine war, and reſt ſucceed, 
| Cauſe nought furvives on which our rage may feed; 
n faithful friends we loſe our glorious foes, | 
Andi ſtrifes of love cxalt our ſweet repoſe. 
| Nor miſs his Lanſdowne in the court of France; | 
80 well receiv'd, ſo welcome, fo at home, . 
| (Blefs'd change of fatc ') in Bourbon's ſtately dome 2 
The monarch pleas'd deſcending from his throne, 
He claims a part, and looking round to find 
| A dGamond ſhines, which oft had touch d him near, 
} Renew's his grief, and robb'd him of a tear ; ; 
Nos firſt with joy beheld, well plac's on one | 
Who makes him lefs regret his darling fon 3 * 
80 dear is Anna's miniſter, fo great | 
Your glorious friend in his own private ſtate. 
To make our nations longer two, in vain 
Does nature interpoſe the raging main: 
The Gallic ſhore to diſtant Britain grows, 
Fos Lewis Thames, the Seine for Anna flows : 
From conflicts paſs'd each other's worth we find, 
And thence in ſtricter friendſhip now are join d; | 
Each wound receiv'd now pleads the cauſe of love, 
What Briton but muſt prize th' illuſtrious ſword, 
That cauſe of fear to Churchill could afford ? 
| Who ſworn to Bourbun's ſceptre, but muſt frame 
Vaſt thoughts of him that could brave Tallard tame 2 
Thus gen'rous hatred in aſſection ends, 
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A thouſand happy conſequences flow, 
_ (The danzling profped makes my boſom glow.) 
Commence ſhall lift her felling fails, and roll, | 
Her wealthy fcets fecure from pole to pole. | 
For many mooas fees only ſkies and main; 
When now is view of his lov'd native ſhore, 
The perils of the dreadful ocean o'er, 
Cauſe to regret his wealth no more thall find, 
Nor curſe the mercy of the fea and wind; 
By hardeſt fate candemn d to ferve a foe, 
And give him ſtrength to ſtrike a deeper blow. 
Sweet Philomela providently flies 
To diſtant woods and ſtreams, for ſuch ſupplies, 
To feed her young, and make them try the wing, 
And with their tender notes attempt to fing : 
Mean while, the towler ſpreads his ſecret ſnare, 
And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. 
Dx tannia's bold adventurer of late, 
The foaming ocean plow d with equal fate. 
Goodneſs is greatneſs in ts utmoſt height, 
And pow'r a curſe, if not a friend to right: 
To conquer is to make diſſenſion ceaſe, 
That man may ſerve the KI S of kings in peace. 
Religion now ſhall all her cays ditpenſe, R 
And ſhine abroad in perirt excellence; = 
Elſe may we dread fome greater curte at hand, 
To ſcourge a thuughtlets and ingrateful land: 
Now war is weary, and retir d to reſt; 
Deputed in her ſtead, may blaſt the day, 
Aud fweep the relicts of the ſword away. 
When peaceful Numa fil'd the Roman throne, 
Poe in the bullucks oi his glory ſhone : 
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Shall bend their full united force to blefs 
Th Almighty author of their late ſucceſs. by 
| and what is all the world ſubdu's to this ? 3 
The grave ſets bounds to ſublunary bliſs. | | 
But there are conqueſts to great Anna known, 
Above the ſplendor of an carthly throne ; 
r — 
>» Innen of matter to begin; 
& | Too glorious to ſhine forth, till it has run 
| this darkneſs of the ſtars and fun, C 
4 And hall whole ages paſt be till, ill but begun. J 
_ , Heroic ſhades! whom war has fwept away, 
| Lock dawn, and Baile on this zuipicione days = 
| Now boaſt your deaths; . 
| Who or at Agincourt, or Creffy, fell; 
of greater things than peace or war enquire ; 
Fully content, and unconcern d to know 
What farther paſſes in the world below. 
I de braveſt of mankind hall now have leave 
To die but once, nor picce-meal feek the grave > 
dn gain or pleaſure bent, we ſhall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each feet, 
(Owners of bones diſpers d on Flandria's plain, 
or waſting in the bottom of the main} C 
Tuo turn vs back from joy, in tender fear, 
d Leſt it an inſult of their woes appear, 
[ and make ns bre ache that wealth, th 
'Puhaps preferr'd, who ſtarve, or beg for food. 
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Devotion fa n pure; ee 
From that firange fate of mining peace | 
On Heav'n without a fin we now may: call, 

__ And guiſe wour Maker profrace fall; | 

1 _ Aſt mercy for ourſelves; for others dearth. 

q t, OI I view with tranſport, arts reflor'd, 

2 Which double uſe to Nin ſhall afford; 
Secure her glvey purchas's in the field, 

And yet for future peace ſweet motives yield: 
While we contemplate, on the painted wall, 

| The preſſing Briton, and the flying Gaul, 

In fuck. baight images, fuck living grace, 
As leave great Raphaci but the ſecond place: 
Our cheeks thalll glow, our beaving boſom rife, 
And martial anders ſparkle in our eyes; s 
Much we hall triumph in our battles paſt, 
And yer conſent thoſe battles prove our laſt; . 

— Left, while in arms for brighter fame we ſtrive, 
We loſe the means to keep that fame alive. 

In ſilent groves the birds delight to fing, 
Or near the margin of a ſecret ſpring : 
Now all is calm, fweet mufic ſhall improve, 

Nor kindle rage, but be the nurſe of love. 
| But what's the warbling voice, the trembling ſtring, 
Or breathing canvaſs, when the muſes fing ? 

— The muſe, my Lord, your care above the reſt, 
With riſing joy dilates my partial breaſt. 
The thunder of the battle cras d to roar, 
Ere Greece her godiike pocts taught to ſoar; 
Rome's dreadful for, great Hannibal, was dead, 
And all her warlike neighbours round her bleed; 
For Janus ſhut, her lo Pocans rung, ; 
Before an Ovid, or @ Vegt ng. . 
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| A thouſand various forms the muſe may wear, „ 
e various farms beeame the fair) ; FY > 


ſuc mines in none with more majeſtic mien, 


| Than when in ſtate ſhe draws the purple ſeene; 


The nobleſt virtues time did cer produce; * 
Leaves fam'd hiſtorians' boaſted art behind ; 
They keep the ſoul alone, and that's cn d, 


gn out with pains, and but by proxy ſpeaks 2 - 
The hero's preſence deep impreſſion makes; 


The ſcene his foul and body re-unite, = 4 


| Furniſh a voice, produce him to the fight ; 


High in renown, perhaps, before the flood ; 
Make Neſtor to this age advice afford, 

More glory to an author what can bring, 
Whence nobler ſervice to his country ſpring, | 
hp —— ů— 
Poſſeſs him with a paſſiun for the right ? 
With honeft magic make the knave inclin d 
To pay devotion to the virtuous mind; 


| Theo” all her toils and dangers bid him rove, = 


And with her wants and anguith fall in love! 
And does not wiſh the glorious pain his own? * 


. Can domineer at pleaſure oer your will: 


Nor is the ſhort-liv'd conqueſt quickly paſt ; 
Shame, if not choice, will hold the convert faſt. 
How often have I ſeen the gen'rous bowl 


Vith pleaſiog force unlock a fret foul, 


| Yer when the ſpirit's tumult. was allay's, 
And on her own confeffion charge the lie. 


Or fea of umme pains, or human laws, 


| To dregs of vice, from ſuch a godlike pride? 


To yovern and controul the world of wit, 
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/ But monen's we hte; nor longer could deny, 


Thus they, whom neither the prevailing love 4 | 
Of goodnchh here, or mercy from above, i 


Riſe in —— 
Affiftance to wrong d innocence to bring, 
O tun the poniard on fome tyrant Ring. 
How cat: they cool to villains ? how ſubſide 


To ſpoiling orphans how to-day return, 
Who wept laſt night to fee Monimia mourn ? 
In this gay ſchool of virtue whom fo fit 


As Talbat, Lanfdowne's friend, has Britain k. 
+++ Avery 
ap of clegance was bred, 
the muſes to their fountain-head : 

| But muigþ we hope, he will enjoy at home 
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For Corncille's fake, 1 Gall my thoughts eee. 


a 5 3 Of Qrocnokso, and prefume him lefs : 


What tho' we wrong him ? Mabella's woe 


Our foes coalels, vor we the praiſe refuſe, 


| The drama-glocies in the Brieidh naſe. | 


The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of cloſe intrigue the labyriathian thread; 
Our genius more: afects the grand than fine, 
eee can make the gret plain achio ſine 
They raiſe a great cur'oity indeed, 


— 


den his dark maze to fee the hero beds 


We rouſe th aſſfectiona, and that hero ſhow 
Gaſping beneath ſome formidable blow : 


They fgh ; we weep: the: Gallic doubt and care 


We heighten into terror and deſpair; 
strike home, the irongeſt patſions boldly touch, 
ear fear eur audience thouls be plane's te much. 
What's great in natuze we can greatly draw, 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatic law. 

The fate of Cxſar is a tale too plain 


| The fickle Gallic taſte to entertain: 
Their art would have perplex'd, and interwove 
The golden arras with gay flowers of love: 


We know Heav'n made him a far greater man, 8 
Than any Czifar in a human 
And ſuch we draw him, nor are too refin'd, 
To ſtand affecicd with what Heav'n defign'd. | 
To claim attention and the heart invade, 
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neighbour's ſtage art too hare-fac's 
great Corncille ns every faqne we praiſe; 
On Nature's furer aid Britannia calls, 
ü - - = - = 
Then with a figh zeturns cur audicnce home, 
From Venice, Egypt, Perſia, Grecce, or Rome. 
France yickls noe tw the glary of cur lines, 
But manly conduct of our ſtrong defigns ; 
That oft they think more juſtly, we muſt own, 
Not ancient Greece a wucr ſenſe has hown : 
Greece thong but juſtly, they think juſtly too; 
We ſometimes crr by firiving more to do. | 
So well are Racine's meaneſt perſons taught, 


_ "But change @ ſentiment, you make a fault : 


Nor dare we charge them with the want of flame; 
When we beaſt more, we own ourſelves to blame. 

And yet in Shakefpear ſomething till I find, 
That makes me lefs efteem all human kind; 
_ He made one nature, and another found, 


Bic us no longer at our nurſes ſmile ; 

Of loſt hiſtorians we almoſt complain, 

Nor think it the creation of his brain. 

Who lives when his Othello's in a trance ? 

With his great 'Talbot ® too be conquer's France. 
Long may we hope brave 'Talbot's blood will ra | 
In great defeendents, Shakeſpear has but one; 
And him, my Lord, permit me not to name, 
But in kind filence ſpare his rival's ſhame > 
Yet I in vain that author would fuppreſs, 
What can't be greater, cannot be made leſs : 


; *'#n anceſtor of the duke of Shrewſbury, who comuerel 
* 
1. 
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| om alukeſpen's £36 would ack: this daoven ite 
a But if that reigning ſtar propitious ſhine, far 
— 3 ——— | 

| n I, by fac the meaneſt of your age, 
 . | Ghall nor repent my palkion fir the Rage. 
7 | No human foxce/could pluck the golden dough, 
| Which left the tree with eaſe at Jove's command, 
And ſpar d the labour of the weakeſt hand. | 
|  Aufpicious fate ! that gives me leave to write 
| To you, the muſe's glory and delight, 
— Who know to read, uon falſe encomiums raiſfe, 
— ne os 
Praiſe wounds a noble mind, when is not due; 
But Cenfure's ſelf will pleaſe, my Lord, from you. 
| To point them out, and teach us how to mend. 
What tho the great man ſet his coffers wide, 
| That cannot grayify the poet's pride; 

Whoſe inſpiration, if tis truly good, 

| I beſt rewarded, when beſt underſtood. 
© | The muſes write for glory, not for gold, 
mi !' "Tis far beneath their nature to be fold + 
The greateſt gain is ſeorn's, but as it ſerves 
| To ſpeak a fenſe of what the muſe deſerves; | 
The muſe, which from her Lawafdowne fears no 


Beſt" judge, as well as ſubject of her ſong. 
| dad I prefume to uſe your patience il, 
Ceca 
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The world would plead my cauſe, and none but you 
Will take diſguſt ar wifht I now purſue. 
Hiace whar iv mein my muſe can't raiſe, Fil chafs 
A ene Gar'd — exalt way maſk. 5 
| OE Ion, 
Without a fpark of his immortal fame* 
_ Whether we feck the patriot or the friend,, 
Let Bolingbroke, let Anna recommend ; 
Whether we chuſe to love or to admire, | 
You melt the tender, and th* ambitious fire. 
And ſuch familiar glories fpread around, 
As more incline the ſtander- by to raiſe 
His value for himſclf, than yew to praiſe. 
3 Thus you befriend the moſt heroic way; 
= . Bleſs all, on none an obligation lay ; 228855 
3 So turn d by Nature's hand for all that's well, 
Tis ſcarce a virtue when you moſt excel. 
| Tho fweer your preſence, graceful is your mien, 
Tou to be happy want not to be ſeen; 
Though priz'd in public, you can fmile alone, 
Nor court an approbation but your own : ; 
In throngs, not conſcious of thoſe eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix d, tho' reſolute to pleaſe, 
You, were all blind, would ſtill deſerve applauſe, 
The world's your glory's witneſs, not its cauſe; 
That lyes beyond the limits of the day, 
Angels behold it, and their God obey. 
You take delight in others excellence, 
A giftwhich nature rarety does diſpenſe : 
———— ne 
. Would be well pleas d to ſee yourſelf outdone. 
[ Toy en nt oo rus 
80 lirtle worth, as might excuſe negſeQ; | 
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| Your life is ſo adjuſted to their ſchools, > 


+ TRE LORD LANS DOWNE. yos 
mer are in pain Jeſt merit you ſhould knows 
Nor ſhun the well-deſerver as a foe; N 
A troubleſome acquaintance, that will claim * 
To be well us d, or dye your cheek with ſhame. ; 
You wiſh your country's good : that told, fo well * 


Tour pow rs are known, th' event I need ut tell. 


When Neſtor ſpoke, none aſk d if be prevail'd ; 

That god of fweet perſuaſion never fail'd : 

And ſuch great fame had HeCtor's valour wrought,. 

Who meant he conquer d, only ſaid he fought. 

When you, my Lord, to fylvan fcenes retreat, 

(No.crowds around for pleaſure, or for ſtate), 

You are not caſt upon a ſtranger land, 

And wander penſive o'er the barren ſtrand : 

Nor are you by receiv'd example taught, 

In toys to ſhun the diſcipline of thought: 

But unconſin d by bounds of time and place, 

You chuſe companions from all human race; 

Converie with thoſe the deluge fwept away, 

Or thoſe whoſe midnight is Britannia's day. 
Books not ſo much inform, as give conſent 

To thoſe ideas your own thoughts preſent ; 

Your only gain, from turning volumes o'er, 

Is finding cauſe to like yourſelf the more: 

In Grecian ſages you are only taught 

With more reſpe& to value your own thought. 

Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 

Thoſe precepts we behold alive in you: 


It makes that hiſtory they meant for rules. 

What joy, what pleaſing tranſport muſt ariſe 

Within your breaſt, and lift you to the ſkies, 

When in each learned page that you uufold, 

You find fome part of your own conduct told ? 
Cc3 
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When fav from Projai ſhores the hero fpy'd 

His tory ſhining forth in all its pride; 

Admje'd himſelf, and e bis actions Mund 

The praiſe and wonder of a foreign land. * 
— Gang Wa, 

In converſe, and reflection on mankind : 

Your foul, which eaderfiuads het charter well, 

Diſdains impriſon ' d by thoſe ſkies to dwell; 

Ranges eternity without the leave | 

Ol death, nor waits the paſſage of the grave. 

When pains eternal, and eternal bliſs, 
Wb 
In heav'nly numbers you your foul unbend, . 

And for your eaſe to deathleſs fame deſcend. 
Ye kings | would ye true greatneſs underſtand, 
Read Seneca grown rich in Granville's hand. 

Behold the glories of your life complete! +. i 
Still at a flow, and permanently great ; | 
New moments ſhed new pleaſures as they fly, * 

And yet your greateſt is, that you muſt die. 

Thus Anna ſaw, and rais'd you to the feat 
Ot honour, and confefs'd her ſervant great; 
Conſeſt d, not made him fuch : for faithful fame 
Her trumpet ſwell d long fince with Granville name. 
Tho you in modeſty the title wear, 

Your name ſhall be the title of your heir; 
Farther than ermin make Ris glory known, 1 
And caſt in ſhades the favour of a throne. | : 
From thrones the beam of high diſtinction ſprings ; 

The foul's eadowments from the KIR G of kings. 


* See his Lordſhip's tragedy entitled, Heroic Love. 4 


; 


; Lo, cne great Guy calls foced-ten mighty peers! | 
| Produce den Granvilles in five thouſand years. 
F Anna, be thou content to fir the face ' 


mol to did thy Graprille brighter ſhine! 


His lamp illumine, ſet his flames on fire. 
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THE LOAD LANSDOWNS. * 


Of various kingdoms, aud controut the gent; 


To him that great prerogative reſign, 
Who the ſun's 3 — higher, 


Yet fill one bliſs, one glory I forbear, + ; 
A darling friend whom near your heart you wear ; 
That lavely youth, my Lord, whom you muſt blame, 
That I grow thus familiar with your name. 

He's friendly, open, in his conduct nice, 

Nor ſerve theſe virtues to atone for vice: ___ 
Vice he has none, or ſuch as none with leſt, a 
You cannot boaſt the merit of a choice, 

In making him your own, 'twas Nature's voice, 
Which call'd tos loud by man to be withſtood, 
Pleading a tie far nearer than by blood; 


| g$imilitude of manners, ſuch a mind, 


As makes you leſs the wonder of mankind. 

As he ne er felt a paſſion, but his friend's; 

Yet fix'd his principles, beyond the force 

Of all beneath the ſun to bend his courſe *. 
Thus the tall cedar, beautiful and fair, 

Flatters the motions of the wanton air ; 

Salutes each paiſling breeze with head reclin'd; 

The pliant branches dance in ev'ry wind: 

But fix'd the ſtem her upright ſtate maintains, 


| And all the fury of the north diſdains. 


How are you blefs'd in fuch a matchlefs friend? 
Alas! with me the joys of friendſhip end. 


— who took oqders. 
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p © Hawifan! 1 mull, 1 will complain; 8 
Tears See the fouls Aeg. le thed in vain; 
——— ib ay Rad co men b 
Thy taſk was carly done, and | muſt own 
Death kind to thee, but ab ! to thee alone. 
But tis in me a vanity to mourn? 
The ſorrows of the great thy tomb adorn; 
Strafford and Bolingbroke the loſs perceive ; 
They grieve, and make thee envy'd in thy grave. 
With aking heart, and a forcboding mind, 
I night to day in painful journey join'd, 
When firſt inform d of his approaching fate; 
But reach'd the partner of my foul tos late: | 
"T'was paſt; his cheek was cold; that tuneful tongue, 
Which Ifis charm'd with its melodious ſong, 
Now languiſh'd, wanted ſtrength to ſpeak his pain, 
| Scarce rais'd a feeble groan, and funk again: 
Dach art of life, in which he bore a part, 
Shot like, an arrow: thro' my bleeding heart. | 
' But more to load that moſt unhappy hour ? 
Yet till prevail'd the greatneſs of his mind; | 
That not in health, or life itſelf confin'd, | * 
Felt chro” his mortal pangs Britannia's peace, 
Mounted to joy, and ſmil d in death's embrace. 
His ſpirit now juſt ready to reſign, 
: No longer now his own, no longer mine; 
My hand he grafps, and enters in my foul; 
Then with a groan—Support me,—Oh' beware 
Of holding worth, however great, too dear 
Pardon, my Lord, the privilege of grief, 
That in untimely freedom fecks relief: 


The A thor here bewails that moſt 
man, Mr William Harrifon, fellow of 


Ig" + 


gentle» 
5 Cnon- 


THE LORD LANSDOWNE. we '} 
Ie better face your love I recommend ; | 
a; | Oo! may you never loſe ſodear a friend! 
| — May nothing interrupt your happy hours; 
— | Enjoy the bleffings Peace on Europe ſhow'rs ; 
Nor yet diſdain theſe blefſings to adorn; 
To make the muſe immortal you was born. 
Sing: and in lateſt time, when ſtory's dark, 
This period your ſurviving fame ſhall mark; 
5 Save from the gulph of years this glorious age, 
J Aud thus illuſtrate their hiſtorian's page: 
The crown of Spain in doubtful balance hung, 
1 And Anna Britain fway'd, when Granville ſung; 
1} That noted year Europa ſheath d her fword, 


END OF VOLUME SECOND. 
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